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The First Guest 


by Barbara Lazuli 


Summary 


thoughtfully drums her pencil against the notepad on her lap. "Ah! The root of your sins. 
What are your temptations?" 


Vaggie tries to smother her smile, tries not to look too endeared. By the sparkle in Charlie's 
ruby red eyes, by the eager and inviting way she grins. Vaggie tries really hard, because what 


kind of angel could be so charmed by a demon? Bewitched. Smitten. 


You, Vaggie keeps herself from saying. You're the sweetest temptation I've ever been faced 
with. 


They would always say Angel Dust is their first guest. Truth be told, it isn't totally the case. 
Before Angel, before the hotel, Vaggie was Charlie's first Guest. Before Pentious' ascent, 
Vaggie was the first soul Charlie saved. 


Notes 


Can't get them out of my head. It feels so nice to be hyperfixated in a canon wlw ship again 
for the first time in a long time 


Damnation 


Exorcist angels were mortals, Vaggie was told. However, unlike the other angels that live a 
life of leisure in Heaven, the Exorcists had memories of their mortal lives wiped clean. 


... Well, not completely clean. There are stains even in souls, it seems. 


Vaggie still knows her mother tongue but not the place she was from. She knows she had a 
family but not their names or faces. She lived a pretty short life but has no knowledge of how 
she died. And-- 


"What's your name?" 


Vaggie blearily blinks as she absently watches the passing buildings and carnage as the 
limousine they're riding drives on. 


Yes. Limousine. Vaggie was lucky enough to be picked up by a demon who has a limousine 
for some reason. Silver linings, she supposes. 


"Vaggie," she eventually replies with a dry throat. 


The silence in the car makes Vaggie turn her head to look at the demon. Vaggie's already 
dreading the afterlife up ahead as she gets used to having one eye, but at least even hell offers 
a good view. The demon's ironically adorable cheeks, which already had markings 
resembling a marionette's flush, redden a deeper shade. 


"It's a pretty name," the demon says a little too quickly. 
"You can say it. I already know what you're thinking." 


Adam had a creative way of choosing names for his army. Named after "the best thing ever", 
the asshole had told her. 


"I love it!" the demon says. "I meant your name, not, you know... those um... I love them too, 
but--" horror dawns on the demon's face and she becomes even more red than her suit. "Oh 
my god! That was so not what I wanted to--" 


Surprising both of them, Vaggie finds laughter bursting out of her chest. Despite the act 
making her even more aware of the pain due to her missing eye and wings, she finds the 
laughter freeing. Relieving. What kind of demon is this woman? 


Vaggie forces herself to calm down when the pain becomes too great to ignore. Seeming to 
notice, the demon slides closer across the leather seat. 


"May I..?" she asks and Vaggie quickly finds herself nodding without a second thought. 


A warm hand gently slides up Vaggie's back over where Lute ruthlessly ripped off her wings. 
Another gently cradles Vaggie's left cheek. She can feel the demon's thumb brushing the skin 


under her empty eye socket over the bandages. The pain ebbs away. 
"Sorry, I'm not really as good at healing magic as my dad," the demon says in a soft whisper. 


"It's better than nothing," Vaggie grunts as a sharp pain escapes whatever magic the demon is 
casting. She didn't even know demons could heal. She never knew demons could save. She 
looks at the demon before her and tries another smile. Likely as worn and and stiff as the one 
she tried earlier when the demon found her, but a smile nonetheless. "Thank you." 


The demon's ruby eyes blink in multiple quick successions, the flush in her cheeks returning 
tenfold. She breaks eye contact but doesn't move away. Shyly, she says, "you're welcome." 


Vaggie winces again when the demon's hand slides up too close to the wound on her back. 
She apologizes and works on her magic again. 


"You had wings, huh," the demon says to fill the silence. "That's pretty cool. Not a lot of 
sinners have wings. I always wondered what it'd be like." 


"Doesn't really matter anymore, does it?" 
It's the demon's turn to wince. "Right. Sorry." 


They soon arrive in a beautiful home away from the busy and ruined district that the angels 
laid siege on. From what Vaggie was taught of Pentagram city and all the other territories in 
the Pride ring, she's pretty sure they're in the outskirts that are not inhabited by many sinners, 
mostly occupied by hellborns. They were always told to avoid such places, as per the deal 
with Lucifer to keep his daughter safe. 


Lucifer's name was always uttered in shame, told in cautionary tales. Do not go against 
orders lest you have your halo taken. Do not ask questions lest your wings be clipped. Do 
your task lest you are dropped into the pits of hell. A disgraced, fallen angel. 


Grant mercy was all she did, yet Vaggie was not given the same. Eye for an eye they say but 
all Vaggie got was lose it. 


As the demon helps her limp to the lavish foyer and up the staircase, Vaggie is left staring up 
at a portrait hung on the wall by the stairs. It features a family; a beautiful blonde woman 
with an intimidating set of horns, a man with a huge proud grin on his face, and the very 
demon helping Vaggie up the steps. 


"Lucifer." 
The demon halts. "Guess you've been here long enough to know my dad." 


Vaggie should have known. The limousine, the magic, the lavish home. Vaggie didn't know 
much about the upper echelons of Hell. All they needed to know is their territories so they 
could leave it alone. Sinners were always the target anyways. Some who are arrogant enough 
might try an overlord, but they've never messed with the hellborn royalties. To be honest, 
Vaggie hoped she would never have to encounter one in her remaining existence. Hell's 
royals are powerful, scarily so. 


But one of them has brought Vaggie into her home, letting Vaggie's beaten and sullied self 
stain her impeccable suit so she could support Vaggie's weight. Charlotte Morningstar. The 
taboo child of an angel and a sinner. 


"You're the princess?" Vaggie says breathlessly. 


"Please," the demon says with a chuckle, her hold on Vaggie's waist tightening the slightest 
bit. Her lips stretch into the sweetest smile Vaggie has seen in both Heaven and Hell. "Just 
call me Charlie." 


Dios mio. 


Vaggie wakes to the feeling of a hand on her back and another brushing away the hair from 
her bandaged eye. Both gestures are soft, harmless, but too many things remind Vaggie of 
what happened the night before. The hand carding through her hair is gentle but Vaggie 
stiffens from the fear of a sword stabbing her remaining eye. The bed is soft but even the 
mattress she's pressed against by the front reminds Vaggie of the cold pavement she was 
pinned against. There's barely any weight coming from the other hand on her back, but 
Vaggie can still feel the excruciating pain of having her wings ripped off all over again. 


Vaggie immediately jumps away, putting as much distance between her and the other person 
as possible. Vaggie's eye darts around the room, taking in her surroundings as everything else 
that happened after Lute came back to her. 


Charlotte Morningstar, the princess of Hell, is sitting on the side of the bed Vaggie just 
jumped out of. On her lap is the same first aid kit that she had with her when she found 
Vaggie in that alley. She's flanked by two hell beasts, though Vaggie isn't sure how apt the 
word "beasts" could be as they look the least bit threatening. Noticing Vaggie's gaze on them, 
the princess gently ushers her two companions out of the room. 


"Sorry that's just Razzle and Dazzle," the princess says. She pauses just as she's about to 
close the door again, then thinks better of it and leaves it open. "The sinners I took back home 
last year after the extermination got a little violent so they were worried." 


Vaggie looks at the kit again. "You do this every Extermination Day?" 


Vaggie's struggling to let that information sink in. All this time while Vaggie, a supposed 
angel, has been killing people by the thousands, the heir of Hell herself is in the front lines 
helping those she can. 


"When they /et me help, yeah. Or if they're still... You know. Alive." The princess sits on the 
bed again and pats the space next to her with a welcoming smile. "We need to get your 
bandages changed, so c'mere." 


Numbly, Vaggie drifts back to bed and lets the princess tend to her. Vaggie watches as she 
works, the delicate way she unwraps the bandage around Vaggie's head and the adorable 
frown in her lips as she concentrates. 


How beautiful. To think that such a thing could be found in Hell. Vaggie wonders if more can 
be found here despite the stories Heaven had told. If among the denizens Vaggie had stabbed 
with her spear, how many of them had kindness in their soul despite the sins that dragged 
them to this place. 


Vaggie's stomach churns at the thought. 
"I don't deserve this," Vaggie says. 


"Nobody in this place does, according to my dad," the princess whispers as she finishes 
securing the fresh bandage. "But who gives a shit?" The princess pulls away just to show 
Vaggie an exaggerated grin. "I'm the princess of Hell and I do whatever I please!" Then the 
princess' fake bravado disappears as she sheepishly smiles at Vaggie. "So can I help you 
change the bandages there too, please?" 


Vaggie blinks down at herself and sees the bandages wrapped around her torso and nothing 
else. "I didn't notice--" 


"I didn't look, I swear!" the princess vehemently insists. "Well, I kinda had to so I could tend 
to you. But I had Razzle and Dazzle hold you facing away from me so I could see as litittle as 
I can. I promise I didn't stare and I won't this time either." 


Vaggie has no reason to trust this demon. Vaggie finds it hard to trust anyone on a regular 
basis, honestly. For all Vaggie knew, all the niceties are an act the heir of Hell puts up to mess 
with whatever victim could entertain her. But what other option does Vaggie have, really? 
She's been in Hell for less than twenty-four hours and she's lucky to have been found by a 
demon who has yet to harm her in any way. She needs help tending to the wounds on her 
back. 


Vaggie swallows. It's disorienting how much lighter she feels without her wings. Physically, 
that is. 


"Alright," Vaggie eventually says as she takes a seat beside the princess. Despite what her 
paranoid mind tells her, instincts convince her that it's fine to have her back face a demon. 


"I'd appreciate the help, Princess." 


The demon makes a noise behind Vaggie. When she turns to look, the princess has an 
adorable pout on her face as she unwraps the bandages. "It's just Charlie..." 


It's an adjustment. 


Princess Charlotte Morningstar-- 
("Just call me Charlie, geeze!") 


-- Charlie has insisted Vaggie stay in her home until she fully recovers. When Vaggie showed 
clear signs of hesitation, Charlie elaborated that her parents never had to know. Apparently 
Lilith has been MIA ever since the Divorce, and Lucifer has barely visited since. 


Vaggie visibly winced when she heard of that. Nobody wants to be left behind by the person 
you went to Hell for. Eternity must be too long for the love to survive as long as the 
individuals who used to share it. 


"So I can bring home anyone | want," Charlie proudly said at the end of her tirade to 
convince Vaggie. It didn't take long for Charlie to hear what she herself said and steer the 
conversation to the next topic by announcing, "Now who wants pancakes! ?" 


Vaggie has been staying in Charlie's home for two weeks now. She's been getting used to 
having impaired sight and no wings all the while. It involved many instances of bumping into 
walls and accidentally breaking at least two decorative vases. 


It's been frustrating, to be perfectly honest. And incredibly humiliating. Vaggie may not know 
the person she used to be on Earth, but she knew what she was in Heaven. She was a soldier. 
One whose skills were rivaled by no other exorcist but Lute. She used to be able to extinguish 
any demon without any problem, whether it be a denizen in Hell or an unruly spirit on Earth. 
But now she can't even walk around without tripping unless there's a demon guiding her by 
the hand. 

"Oh, let me!" Charlie pipes up when she notices Vaggie reach for her cup. 


"No!" Vaggie finds herself snapping. Charlie visibly flinches and something inside Vaggie 
stings at the sight. "I just... I'm not a child." 


Charlie's face contorts in confusion. "Of course you're not--" 

"I can walk on my own--" 

You have several bruises on your toes and shoulders that say otherwise. 

"--[ don't need to be pampered--" 

Didn't you cry from the phantom pains last night? Charlie had to comfort your sorry ass. 

"-- and I definitely don't need help drinking from a damn cup!" 

The cup is slapped away when Vaggie reaches for it, once again miscalculating its location. 
The table goes quiet but for the clatter of the plastic cup rolling on the marble floor. Vaggie's 


breath hitches. 


How humiliating. 


"That's okay!" Charlie's cheery tone remains as she drops down to the floor to pick up the 
cup. Razzle is quick to mop up the mess, but Dazzle glares at Vaggie. "Good thing we're 
using plastic cups this time." 


"I can clean my own mess." 


Vaggie gets on the floor too and takes the cup from Charlie's hand. It feels wrong to see 
Charlie be the one kneeling before her. Vaggie may be from Heaven, but the mental 
conditioning to respect rank has been engraved too deeply in her being. No princess should 
be seen kneeling before Vaggie of all people. 


"I know you can," Charlie says with a pained smile. "I know you can walk on your own and 
feed yourself and do so many more on your own, Vaggie. But you've lost... so many things 
that used to make it easy. I don't mind making up for them just so things aren't hard as it 
would be." 


Vaggie's grip on the cup tightens. "I don't want to be a burden." 


"You're not." Charlie takes the cup back and replaces it with her free hand. Gently, she pulls 
Vaggie to her feet. "It isn't a bad thing to rely on others every once in a while. Just until you 
get used to the new you." 


But that's just the thing. It's so hard to accept that this would be her life from now on. She just 
can't believe that this will be all she's reduced to. When Lucifer Fell he became King of Hell. 
When Vaggie Fell she became a homeless woman who can't fend for herself. 


There's a dark part of Vaggie that wonders. Of the Seven Deadly Sins, Lucifer was Pride. Is 
that part of the title Charlie is meant to inherit? Is Charlie doing all of this because she finds 
satisfaction in the humiliation Vaggie faces on a daily basis? 


... No. What a horrible thing to think. 


Vaggie retires to bed early but can't bring herself to sleep. The guilt churning in her gut for 
not even apologizing to Charlie is too agonizing to sleep through. 


If Lute or any of the other exorcists knew she'd be such a mess over a demon, they would 
have a fit. 


No, this shouldn't be about that. Who cares if she's a demon or the princess of Hell? It's all 
because this is Charlie. Whatever she might be and whoever her parents are, Vaggie has come 
to know Charlie and what she deserves. 


Deciding that twisting in bed trying to find sleep is a useless waste of time, Vaggie gets out of 
bed. Maybe she should just spend the hours coming up with an apology before Charlie wakes 


up. 


She's headed down the stairs when she notices light down the hall on the opposite end from 
her own room. It's Charlie's room, and her door seems to be open a crack. As Vaggie heads 
over to the light, she can hear Charlie's voice, quiet but very much awake. 


"Charlie?" 
"Oh shit!" 


Vaggie finds Charlie sitting huddled in a bundle with her blankets, hugging a thick leather 
bound book to her chest. She looks... adorable, to be perfectly honest. 


Vaggie tries not to look too endeared amused. "Why are you still awake?" 
Charlie shrugs in her blanket cocoon. "It's still a bit of mess outside." 


The windows are drawn, but Vaggie can take a guess as to what she'd see from the window if 
she were to look through. Apparently territory feuds breakout right after every Extermination. 
The sound of some kind of explosive detonating somewhere down the street followed by a 
series of gunshots makes Vaggie agree, yeah, it could be hard to sleep through that. 


"How come you're still awake?" Charlie asks. She puts the book down and stands up, 
suddenly looking alert and eager. "Are you okay? Are you in pain again?" 


"No, I--" Vaggie takes a deep breath, looking down at her feet in shame. "I can't sleep. So I 
came to apologize." 


Suddenly a pair of hooves come in Vaggie's line of sight. She looks up and sees Charlie's big 
eyes and a small, hopeful smile. "Yeah?" 


Charlie's hair is sticking up in certain places, likely due to being bundled up in the blankets 
for who knows how long. She's in silk pajamas, a far cry from the dapper suits and pressed 
shirts Vaggie always sees her wear. And yet she's still the most beautiful thing Vaggie had 
seen in any realm. 


"I'm really sorry for snapping at you," Vaggie eventually says. "You didn't deserve that, 
especially after everything you've done for me." 


"Naw, it's okay. You're going through a lot and--" 


"Don't, please." Vaggie grabs Charlie's wrist and it makes the other woman shut her mouth. 
Vaggie can tell that Charlie is about to ramble, and in any other time Vaggie would love to let 
her, but this is important. She has to make Charlie understand. "You can refuse to forgive me 
if you want, but please don't brush this off. I need you to understand that I shouldn't have 
done that to you." 


Charlie looks caught off guard as she lets Vaggie's words sink in. She ducks her head, almost 
looking shy. "I'm not not forgiving you. I just... | wasn't mad, you know? There's nothing to 
forgive." 


"But I hurt you, didn't I?" 


Charlie doesn't answer. 


Vaggie sighs. She steps closer and Charlie peeks at her through her lashes, curious but not 
moving away. When Charlie doesn't step back, the hand holding Charlie's wrist moves to her 
upper back so Vaggie could pull the other woman against her in an awkward embrace. 


She hears Charlie gasp and feels her heart beat through her chest. When Charlie's arms move 
to return the embrace, Vaggie stiffens at the feeling of hands on her back but doesn't stop her. 
It's okay, Vaggie wants her to reciprocate, her traumatized body just needs convincing. But 
Charlie knows better, and reaches over to wrap her arms around Vaggie's waist instead. It 
makes Vaggie stand on her tip toes, her face buried in the space between Charlie's neck and 
shoulders. 


Vaggie has never felt as good as she does in this moment. So good she feels unworthy of it. 


"I'm really sorry for hurting you," Vaggie whispers against Charlie's skin, and she means it 
with all of her wretched heart. 


"I'm sorry for being overbearing," Charlie whispers in return. 

"You weren't. You just care a lot. And I love that about you." 

Charlie's hold tightens even more. "Thank you." 

That makes Vaggie laugh. "For what?" 

"I don't know," there's laughter in Charlie's words too. "For thinking that way about me?" 


There's something to be unpacked with words like those. Vaggie can take a guess, what with 
the kind of place Hell is and the kind of people Vaggie used to be surrounded with in Heaven. 


Exorcist angels used to be mortals, but their life on Earth were wiped clean from their 
memories so they can be mere blank slates. Just weapons pointed at demons for 
extermination. Weapons don't hesitate. How could they when they no longer recognize any 
possible loved one they may see in Hell? They're just faceless numbers to be added in the 
tally when they compare how many they've killed after all is said and done. 


Vaggie used to lose sleep over the possibility of having killed someone she used to know on 
Earth. She'd asked Lute once if she ever wondered the same thing, at which she scoffed. 


"Tf they fucked up badly enough to end up down there then why should I care?" 


It's better you don't know, in a way. But Vaggie would always think, what if? What if? What 
eg 


That's why, by her third Extermination, she would always find any excuse to remove her 
helmet. If she can never recognize people she used to care about then they must be able to. 
Beg her to stop, call her by the name she used to have. That way she'd have a good reason not 
to slash and stab. 


Eventually it just never mattered. She would put down her weapon for demons she never 
even knew anyways. She cared too much regardless. 


If Vaggie is casted out for misguided compassion towards sinners, she can only imagine what 
someone who has lived in Hell her whole life must have gone through. Charlie would 
understand, how it feels to care so much among people who would insist it's a weakness. 


It probably is. Vaggie would still probably have her wings if it wasn't. But she'll be damned if 
Charlie stopped being the way she is. 


"It's the best thing about you," Vaggie says. Against her own wishes, Vaggie pulls away to 
look at Charlie. "You saved me. Thank you for saving me." 


Charlie turns shy again. "It was nothing, really." 

Vaggie rolls her eye but lets it slide. Desperate to change the subject-- 
(That's a lot more vulnerability than she's used to showing ever) 

-- Vaggie looks around for a distraction and finds the book on Charlie's bed. 
"You were reading, right? I'll get out of your hair..." 


"No!" Charlie's hold on Vaggie's waist stays strong. "Please, stay. You can't sleep anyways, 
right?" 


Vaggie scratches at her cheek. She's trying really hard not to notice that Charlie's still holding 
her. She doesn't mind, it's just a little concerning that she doesn't mind. "I mean, yeah but..." 


"Then come on!" Charlie finally frees Vaggie but pulls the other woman to her bed. "It can be 
like a little sleepover." 


Vaggie hesitates to follow, unsure whether she should, but Charlie merely pats her bed with 
the same welcoming smile she had on Vaggie's first morning in her home. When Vaggie lets 
herself get awkwardly settled, Charlie takes out the book she was reading. On the cover it 
says The Story of Hell. 


"Dad would always read it for me when I was a kid," Charlie recounts as she fondly looks at 
the book. Suddenly she clears her throat and adopts a deep, raspy voice, likely a pale 
imitation of what Lucifer would sound like. "It's always good to know your History!" 


Vaggie can't even bother to hide her smile. Charlie's too cute. "That's nice. Like bedtime 
stories." 


"Yeah. Did your parents read to you, too?" 


Vaggie squirms. "I don't really know. I did used to like reading for myself, but with my eye, 
it's... You know." 


Charlie's smile stays warm. "That's okay. I'll read for you." 


Charlie props up her pillows so they could both sit up leaning on them. Vaggie lets herself get 
close, with their shoulders pressed up together. There's really no point in doing it, Vaggie 


can't read the words that keep wanting to escape her eye. But Charlie's warmth is addicting 
and she smells like apples. It's too hard to resist. Charlie waits for Vaggie to get comfortable 
before reading. 


"Once upon a time, there was a golden city protected by golden gates known as Heaven. 
Ruled by beings of pure light; Angels that worshipped good and shielded all from evil--" 


During her first few days here, Vaggie would wonder if she could still come back. She doesn't 
have her wings to fly home, but surely her sister angels are wondering where she is. Did 
Adam tell them she was not allowed to return? Does sparing a life really warrant being felled 
from a place that apparently worshipped all that is good, even if it was in the name of life 
tainted by evil? 


"--Lucifer was one of those angels. He was a dreamer, but he was seen as a troublemaker to 
the elders of Heaven, for they thought his way of thinking was dangerous to the order of their 
world--" 


Eventually questions of Can I? become Do I still want to? What even is there waiting for her 
up in Heaven? A spotless room that never felt like hers, empty hellos with people she never 
actually connected with, subordinates that kill without remorse... 


"--drawn by Lilith's fierce independence, Lucifer found her and the two rebellious dreamers 
fell deeply in love--" 


Vaggie turns to look at Charlie, a soul kinder and more beautiful than any she had ever met 
up above. If falling from grace was what it took to meet her then it would have been worth it. 


"--Heaven cast Lucifer and his love to the pits of Hell..." 


Charlie's red eyes quickly turn to steal a look at Vaggie and she's startled to see that Vaggie 
already had her gaze on her. She giggles a little, smile turning crooked. 


"I'd loved this story because it was just... Peak romance for me," Charlie says, no longer 
reading back the book's words. She leans a little closer to Vaggie, her temple resting against 
the top of Vaggie's head. "Even if it isn't the same as it used to be, it doesn't change the fact 
that they still found love even in the most miserable place in all of creation. I thought that if 
they were able to do that then there's still hope for more good things to come out of this 
place." 


Vaggie had her suspicions. She isn't conceited or naive enough to think it to be love, but she 
can tell Charlie holds a certain amount of attraction towards Vaggie. Charlie just wears her 
heart on her sleeve, and she looks most beautiful when she indulges in what it wants. 


It was a funny thing, at first. Not in a malicious way, just... A very ironic thing. 


Then it scared her. Terrified her, even. Because Vaggie's soul must truly be damned if she 
finds she doesn't mind Charlie having eyes for her. Maybe even glad for it. 


Oh, God bless her soul. Is an angel allowed to feel this happy about a demon falling for her? 


Home 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


"Good morning, ma'am!" 
"Fuck you, nepo bitch!" 


Vaggie stiffens, already marching towards the old demon along the street that Charlie greeted. 
Her fists are clenched, teeth gritted, so ready to beat up some old lady for daring to cuss at the 
one person in the universe that least deserves it. But Charlie, ever with the kind heart, merely 
steers Vaggie away from the demon. 


Oh, she is so lucky Vaggie turns to putty as soon as she feels Charlie's hand on her waist or 
lower back. 


... Anyways. 


"Don't mind it," Charlie says, still with a smile. "That's just how people in Hell greet each 
other." 


Vaggie shoots her a skeptical look. "Really?" 
Charlie merely laughs, looking a tad hysterical. 


It's jarring to see Hell like this. It's different from all the times Vaggie would come down with 
the exorcists to exterminate sinners. Although the few stragglers glaring at her are nothing 
new, none of them look particularly terrified of her either, especially now that she's no longer 
in uniform or wielding her spear or trailed by her wings. 


The spear is a whole other matter, by the way. Vaggie still has no idea where it is by now and 
she doesn't have high hopes that she'll be getting it back. Just another thing that used to be 
hers to mourn. 


Of course there are other things that are also new to her. Like-- 


";Que carajo!" Vaggie screeches when movement in an alley catches her attention. She ends 
up finding two individuals shamelessly going at it against the wall. 


"Wha--Oh!" 


Vaggie almost shoots up a hand to cover Charlie's eyes on instinct, the other woman's bubbly 
nature just immediately making Vaggie assume that Charlie is much too innocent for the 
psychic damage witnessing this debauchery would cause. But Charlie doesn't even look 
flustered over the person receiving head in broad daylight. Just mildly upset on Vaggie's 
behalf. 


That's when Vaggie remembers. Charlie is a grown adult who has lived in this realm for who 
knows how long. Of course she wouldn't be clutching her pearls over such displays like some 
inexperienced virgin. She's used to this. 


"Yeah, you'll see a lot of that here," Charlie says, already maneuvering herself to cover the 
view from Vaggie with her own body. "Privacy isn't always something people want when it 
comes to that stuff. Personally, I think that kind of thing's better when nobody's watching." 


"Hey!" one of the people in the alley calls out, unseen from where Vaggie is standing. "If you 
wanna join, you're more than welcome to!" 


The hand on Vaggie's waist suddenly tightens its grip, Charlie's head quickly whipping 
around to the two demons. "No thank you!" she shouts back before hastily pulling Vaggie 
away from the alley and putting them back on track to where they were headed. 


Now that three weeks has already passed since the annual Extermination Day, Charlie 
deemed it enough time for the minor turf wars to end. And so they have come outside for 
Vaggie's first tour to Hell and a shopping trip on the way. 


"As much as I love seeing how cute you look in my clothes, I think it's about time we got you 
some outfits that fit you and are chosen by you," Charlie said the night before as Vaggie 
cooked dinner. She did that awkward cough right after that she usually does when she says 
something that comes out too differently from how she intended, but Vaggie's become too 
self-conscious of her appearance by then to dissect Charlie's thoughts. She doesn't want to be 
a burden by stealing Charlie's clothes, so she agrees. 


When Charlie brings her to a boutique, Vaggie is surprised to see the employees treat her 
better than the people on the street. Though they may be a lot more chummy than Vaggie 
would prefer, with one of the ladies offering to help them sidling up a little too close to 
Charlie. 


"It's not for me, Veronica," Charlie says as she discreetly pulls away from the woman and 
steps closer to Vaggie. "It's for my friend. She's new! Wanna make sure she has everything 
she needs." 


Veronica eyes Vaggie like a piece of meat, and it makes her feel a fearful yet thrilling kind of 
chill in her spine. She's never had a woman blatantly eye her in heaven before. 


"I have a few ideas," Veronica drawls. "We have tons of stuff she'd look good in." 


"We'll just look around," Charlie says with a tight smile, cutting the thick silence. "I got this, 
thanks." 


Veronica shrugs, happy to leave them alone to entertain another customer that has just come 
in. 


"So what kinda stuff do you want?" Charlie eagerly asks. 


Vaggie hesitates, unsure what to get for herself. She's usually in uniform when out in Heaven 
or on duty to be a guardian on Earth. At home, she's in plain shirts and pants. But Charlie 
took her to what seems to be a very fashionable boutique. The plain clothes Vaggie wore can't 
be found here. Her eye gets drawn to a casual sundress and she flushes. She's always 
wondered, but-- 


"You wanna try this on?" Charlie is quick to snatch the dress that Vaggie eyed for a mere 
millisecond. 


"No, uh, it's too impractical to wear a skirt," Vaggie stammers. She makes a beeline for some 
pants. "I'll just get a couple of these." 


Charlie's head curiously tilts to the side. "I mean, sure! If you want. But don't stop yourself 
from getting a cute dress just because it's impractical, Vaggie. It wouldn't hurt." 


"You wear suits and pants all the time," Vaggie says, her attempt at hiding her insecurity now 
making her sound petulant. 


"Well, yeah! Because I like 'em!" She strikes a pose and shoots Vaggie a smouldering look. 
It's all quite adorable. "Don't I look devilishly handsome?" 


Vaggie chuckles. She hates how Charlie has her devolve into a giggling schoolgirl 
sometimes. "Devilish wouldn't be the word I'd use." 


Charlie's goofy smoulder turns into a goofy grin. "Still handsome though, right?" 


Vaggie turns her attention away from the rack she was distracting herself with to give Charlie 
a sincere smile. "Very." 


Charlie preens. Something in Vaggie's chest stutters. She goes back to the racks. 


"Will you at least try it on?" Charlie insists, the dress held up as she looks at Vaggie with 
pleading eyes. "I know you want to." 


Vaggie sighs. "Those eyes are unfair." 
"The only unfair thing here is you on yourself! Now hurry! I wanna see!" 


As Vaggie puts on the dres in the changing room, she can hear Charlie tell Veronica to get a 
couple more dresses and Ooh some blouses and other cute tops too! from the other side of the 
door. Vaggie rolls her eyes. She feels like a doll being played dress up with. 


She's seen women do these kinds of things with their friends before, both in Heaven and on 
Earth. Vaggie always wondered what it'd be like. The sister exorcists she fought with didn't 
really bother to take time out of their days to "bond" outside of training. 


She looks at herself in the mirror when she's done. Her hair has reached a point where Vaggie 
would typically trim it. Long hair is such a pain when she would usually wear a helmet-- 


Oh, but. She wouldn't be wearing one anymore now, would she? 


She looks at her face, the bandage around her eye still there even if the wound has already 
closed. Just an empty eye socket now that Vaggie would rather not have exposed. 


She turns this way and that. The skirt sure is flimsy. It's easy to move around, but she's also 
left exposing so much more than she's used to in public. 


"Vaggie?" Charlie calls out from the other side. "You okay in there?" 
"Yeah, just..." 


After one final look at herself, Vaggie finally opens the door. She finds Charlie seated on one 
of the ottomans with a pile of clothes that weren't there before. She's rifling through them 
when she notices Vaggie come out. The giddy smile Charlie had on falls away as soon as she 
sees Vaggie, abruptly standing with her jaw hanging loose. 


Vaggie cringes at Charlie's wide eyes. "Do I look weird?" 
Charlie physically recoils. "Weird?! Vaggie, you look stunning!" 
Vaggie blinks. "I do?" 


She looks back to the mirror from the open door of the changing room. Charlie appears from 
behind Vaggie, their height difference even more apparent as she easily looks over her 
shoulder to take a glance at the mirror as well. 


"Don't you think so, too?" Charlie asks. 


"... [don't know. I look so different from how I used to. I don't even recognize who I'm 
looking at anymore." 


Charlie thoughtfully hums. "Okay. Then how about the person you're seeing in front of you? 
Do you like her?" 


She has no left eye. No spear, no uniform, no halo. Instead of a pair of majestic wings, what 
she has behind her is an earnest Charlie looking at her as if she were as beautiful as a 
seraphim. 


"T don't hate it." 
Charlie's hands affectionately squeeze Vaggie's shoulders. "It's a start." 


"I'm not sure about the dress though. I'm scared the skirt would bare my soul to all of Hell 
everytime I move." 


Charlie's face flushes. "Okay, yeah that's fair, but--" 


"Oh, I can fix that problem," Veronica suddenly says, her head popping into view of the 
mirror and the two women squeal in surprise. 


Despite Vaggie glaring at Veronica, the other woman easily brushes it off and gets Vaggie a 
denim skirt that hugs her thighs instead of flowing freely around her legs. She pairs it off 
with an off shoulder blouse that's more modest than the crop top that Vaggie had to 
adamantly refuse. 


"It's a little better," Vaggie begrudgingly admits. 


"Right?" Veronica triumphantly clicks her tongue. "Shows off your ass and thighs, which are 
both to. Die. For." 


Vaggie glares at the crude sentiment. She looks to Charlie for some solidarity, but catches her 
gaze directed too low for eye contact. When Charlie notices, she's quick to pull her eyes back 
up. 


"Well... Um." Charlies rubs the back of her neck. "She's not wrong." 


... So they get the damn skirt. And the blouse. And the other articles of clothing from the pile. 
The fact that Charlie is very pleased by them is unrelated to Vaggie's choices. 


"How about underwear?" Veronica asks, holding up a very lacy set, looking too elaborate for 
something meant to be kept under your clothes. 


"I do not need /ingerie," Vaggie says through gritted teeth. Charlie got her fresh pairs of 
underwear ages ago because panties were simple enough. Though Vaggie might need some 
bras soon. The lacerations on her back are almost healed. 


Veronica clicks her tongue again. She elbows Charlie playfully. "Too bad for you, your 
majesty." 


Charlie looks like she's about to die of embarrassment. Vaggie feels the same way. 


Later that night, Vaggie turns on the television for Charlie's favorite show, which has 
inevitably become Vaggie's as well via Stockholm Syndrome. Charlie usually prefers the 
shows and movies from Earth as they have more wholesome contents as opposed to Hell's 
media that is filled with sex, violence, adultery, and all kinds of taboo debauchery. But this 
late night show is one that stars two women who are so in love to the point of codependency. 
It isn't very popular to the wider demographics of Hell, apparently deemed "too boring", but 
Charlie loves it, despite the murders that are still apparent and framed to be romantic. It 
would probably be cancelled ages ago if it weren't for the generous voluntary funding coming 
from a very wealthy and anonymous sponsor. 


(Charlie doesn't admit to it, but Vaggie has a good idea as to who it might be.) 


666 News comes up when Vaggie turns on the television, and Katie Killjoy is thrilled to 
announce the most recent gossip to the denizens. Because of course, when it comes to Hell, 
scandals are breaking news. 


"Tt looks like after nearly a century of being a lonely little bitch, our very own Princess 

Charlotte Morningstar finally got herself a new arm candy!" Katie says with that killer smile 
of hers. "Now, you all might be wondering: Who in the world did your Majesty replace hottie 
royalty Seviathan Von Eldritch with? Well... It's none other thannnnn... some nobody sinner!" 


A candid and very unflattering picture of Vaggie gets plastered across Charlie's t.v., also 
notable is Charlie's hand on Vaggie's waist like it always is. 


Vaggie didn't think much of that little habit of Charlie's. She understands that Charlie is the 
kind of person who sees personal spaces as nearly nonexistent when it came to people she 
liked. She can tell when Charlie wants to hug her, and Vaggie isn't opposed to it, so she never 
resists. But Charlie is also kind, aware of the still healing wounds on Vaggie's back, so she 
always makes do with having an arm around Vaggie's waist or a hand on the small of her 
back instead. 


It's just become comforting at one point. Almost as if what used to be the weight of wings on 
her back were replaced by Charlie's warm touch. 


Looking at it now from an outsider's perspective, however, Vaggie can see why she could be 
mistaken as Charlie's new lover of some sort. They certainly look the part. 


Her face burns at the thought. 


"Oh yeah, Charlie was buying her all kinds of shit," fucking Veronica the store clerk can be 
seen on the tv saying as they show a clip of her being interviewed. "I'm jealous. Not 
everybody gets to have the princess of Hell as her Sugar Daddy. Must be nice." 


Vaggie abruptly stands, pressing the power button on the remote so hard she almost broke 
something. Her face burns, in fury of having her business aired out so disrespectfully like that 
and in indignation for being portrayed as some dependent parasite of some kind. 


Not knowing what to do, she heads to the kitchen to see Charlie. The sight of her is almost 
enough to ease the downright murderous thoughts running through her head. That is, until she 
sees the fire suddenly erupt from the pot Charlie was cooking from. 


"Uh, you were making spaghetti tonight, right?" Vaggie asks as she watches Charlie work 
with uncertainty. 


"It's ssssupposed to be, yeah," Charlie says as she tries to put out the fire. 


Because Charlie's hopeless in the kitchen, Vaggie has taken it upon herself to cook for them 
as soon as she felt well enough to, just for dinner. Razzle and Dazzle are the ones who take 
care of the other meals for the day like they always have. Vaggie simply felt bad about 
crashing in Charlie's place without contributing to anything in the household. 


"I'm just boiling water for the pasta," Charlie says as Vaggie approaches. 


"Then how the hell--" Vaggie cuts herself off with a chuckle. She holds Charlie by the 
shoulders so she could gently nudge her away from the stove. "You're doing great, babe, but 
it's fine. I got this." 


Charlie makes some kind of noise. Like a sound between a squeak and a gasp. Then she 
meekly says, "Sorry..." 


"Don't be. It's the least I could do. Cooking for you is nothing compared to all that you've 
done for me." 


Charlie is still standing close, close enough to probably be a cooking hazard with how often 
Vaggie's elbow has grazed her. But Vaggie doesn't have the heart to tell her to move away. 


"Is our show on yet?" Charlie asks, happy to watch Vaggie work. 


"Not for like another half hour I think. The news is still on." Vaggie bites her lip, considering 
whether she should share what she's seen. But she's already guilty about keeping her identity 
as an angel a secret from Charlie. She's promised herself that she'll be open about everything 
else. Charlie would find out anyways. "We were on it." 


"Oh?" Charlie mostly looks curious. 
"They, uh..." Vaggie winces. "They think we're dating. Or something like that." 


Charlie is silent, which is never a good thing. Vaggie looks over at her and sees a flushed face 
and shining eyes. 


"Oh! Haha! That's, uh, gosh wow!" comes rushing out of Charlie's mouth. She twiddles her 
thumbs. "What-What do you think about that?" 


Vaggie sighs. She hasn't forgotten about Charlie's apparent feelings for her. It's hard to when 
Charlie's so glaringly obvious. As endearing and flattering as it is, Vaggie has no plans to 
reciprocate. There's no way an angel could ever be with the princess of Hell. Charlie may not 
know what she is, but Vaggie does. 


"I think it's time I move out," Vaggie eventually says. 
Charlie immediately deflates. "What? Why?" 


Vaggie feels like she just kicked a puppy. What a horrible feeling. "I just... I've overstayed my 
welcome long enough, haven't I? We were out together one day and all of Hell's already 
gossiping about us. I don't want to bother you even more than I already have. I'm nearly all 
healed up anyways." 


"But you're not a bother at all! I really like having you here! Who gives a shit about gossip 
anyway? Do you have any idea how empty this house is without you?" 


Vaggie offers a smile. "I'm not saying I'm leaving immediately tomorrow, Charlie. Don't 
worry. I still need to look for a job and another place to stay. I'm just not used to being so 
reliant on someone without contributing. I feel... useless." 


"You're not useless," Charlie adamantly shakes her head. "I rely on you for a lot of things!" 


Vaggie rolls her eyes. "If you mean my cooking, then you still have Razzle and Dazzle for 
that. And me reminding you to keep your shit clean doesn't count either." 


Charlie pouts. "Can't I just like having you here with me? Isn't that reason enough?" 


It can't be. Because as apparent as Charlie's crush may be, Vaggie finds it hard to believe that 
anyone could like her that much. Charlie has lived well enough before Vaggie. She'll survive 
if she leaves too. 


Charlie doesn't try to talk Vaggie out of moving out again after that, but it's obvious in the 
way Charlie would sometimes look sad that she constantly wants to. 


Charlie will sometimes ask if Vaggie's found a job or place yet, and every time Vaggie says 
no, Charlie becomes a little more chipper. Only to look guilty for feeling happy over such a 
thing a mere second later. Vaggie feels bad for making her feel this way in turn, but it's all for 
the best. 


"Just don't get a place at the Vee's district, okay?" Charlie says as they head their way to the 
checkout counter in one of the few decent grocery stores in Hell. 


"Why not?" 


"Because you're pretty and that's Valentino's territory. He's bound to employ you if he ever 
sees you." Charlie's eyes widen. "Not that there's anything wrong with being a sex worker! A 
job's a job. I just hear he doesn't treat his people very well." 


Vaggie grimaces as she helps Charlie get the items out of the cart. "Noted." 


Charlie keeps on talking about the many districts of Pentagram City, discussing where it 
would be best for Vaggie to move to as they haul the groceries back to the limo. They're so 
distracted that they don't notice the demon running their way, aggressively bumping into 
Charlie as he passes. Charlie drops the groceries to the pavement in the collision, and Vaggie 
is quick to help her out as she yells Spanish profanities at the still running offender. 


"It's okay, Vaggie. I'm not hurt." Charlie pats herself, eyes slightly widening. "Oh, but he may 
have swiped my wallet. It's cool, I--" 


"T'll be back," Vaggie growls out before Charlie could finish her sentence. She's running soon 
after that, her golden eye locked on the demon who dared steal from Charlie. 


Vaggie struggles to catch up, what with all the people in her way throughout the chase. But 
eventually she manages to catch him in an alley, military training immediately kicking in as 
she easily pins the demon. 


"Give it back, pendejo," Vaggie hisses. 


She pulls out a knife she always kept around her just in case. This is Hell after all. She 
presses the blade against his cheek, hard enough to have black beads of blood spill from his 
flesh. 


"You're an imp. You can't kill me but I can. So return what you took if you know what's good 
for you." 


"Please, don't!" The imp begs. "I have a wife and kids back home! We need the money!" 


Vaggie's eye narrows. She could just slit his throat and take back the wallet. It would be so 
easy. 


Just as easy as killing a child should have been. 


Vaggie curses again. She lets go of the imp but maintains her glare. "Go. Before I change my 
mind." 


The imp smiles. Then it turns into a leer. 


Before Vaggie could react, another body slams her against the alley wall. She's pinned by 
another imp, this time a woman. But even more concerning, is the spear in this imp's hands. 


No two angelic weapons wielded by an exorcist look the same, even if they were of the same 
kind. This is because Adam had his exorcists make their weapons themselves. So Vaggie 
knew every groove of the blade, the length of the handle, and it's exact weight in her hands. 


How ironic. To have a demon threaten her with her own spear. 
"Told you I have a wife," the thief says with a smug grin. 


"Hey, you look familiar," said wife says as she uses the spear's blade against Vaggie's jaw to 
angle her face. "You're the princess' bitch!" 


"Ho-ho-lyyy shit!" the thief laughs. "We just hit the jackpot! Hey, how much do you think we 
can get for ransom with her?" 


His wife shrugs. "Only one way to find out." 


"I'll go get the ro-- Ack!" The thief writhes as he is lifted by the collar, caught by a very put 
out Charlie. 


"Now, now, kidnapping my friend is not something I'm letting slide," Charlie says. "Vaggie 
are you ok--" 


Charlie suddenly freezes when she looks in Vaggie's direction, eyes specifically honed in on 
the angel blade in the wife's possession. She blinks and suddenly her warm, yellow sclera 
turns an angry shade of red, white light glowing from her irises. Her blond hair seem to come 
to life as it unravels from the bands, strands floating around Charlie. Two pairs of red horns 
break Charlie's skin as her fangs grow sharper. 


"Get that shit away from Vaggie, you bitch!," comes out of Charlie's mouth in a menacing 
growl, her voice sounding possessed by every wretched, damned soul. 


The air is sweltering hot as Charlie approaches, and the heat is making Vaggie sweat and 
struggle to heave air into her lungs. She's never seen Charlie like this. So furious and 
unhinged and frightening. 


How beautiful. 


The clatter of the spear dropping to the pavement snaps Vaggie out of whatever trance 
Charlie's demonic spell put her in. 


(It's a spell, it must be.) 


The two imps fall to their knees, begging to be spared. Charlie merely narrows her eyes and 
tells them to scram, so they did. Charlie doesn't take her eyes of them until they are out of 
sight. When she has deemed it safe enough, she turns back to Vaggie, hair neatly tied, eyes 
back to their warm colors, and horns nowhere in sight. Charlie rushes over to where Vaggie 
has also collapsed to her knees. 


"Oh my god, Vaggie, are you okay?!" 


"I'm fine, I wasn't hurt but..." Vaggie closes her eyes, heart clenching in shame. "I'm sorry. 
This is all my fault. I had him pinned, but I was too weak. I let him trick me into letting him 
go." She bitterly laughs. "He said it was for his kids, but he's probably just gonna use the 
money for some hookers and drugs." 


This is just like that night with Lute all over again. She let her weak heart win once again. 
She doesn't have the balls to do what needed to be done, even if it were for Charlie's sake. 
Can she be any more useless? 


"Who gives a shit about that?!" Charlie says, nearly hysterical. She takes Vaggie's face in her 
hands, warm but firm. "They could have killed you. I could have lost you!" 


Vaggie blinks, looking back at the myriad of emotions Charlie is wearing on her face. 
Fear. 
Relief. 


Frustration. 


Adoration. 
All at Vaggie. All for her. All for her sake. 


She never thought there could ever come a day. But that's just the kind of person Charlie is. 
Compassionate, kind, and considerate Charlie. Vaggie has no idea how she could be so lucky 
to mean this much to such a person. In hindsight, maybe the eye and her wings were the 
price, but even then it still doesn't feel enough. 


"Vaggie?" 


She doesn't notice the tears, not until Charlie's warm hands are wiping them away. She can 
only cry from one eye now, and that doesn't feel enough either. Not when you've found 
finally someone who felt for you. Not when you've finally found someone who understood. 


When the tears have stopped, Vaggie asks if she could keep the spear. Charlie is hesitant at 
first, but eventually concedes. It would protect Vaggie, she says. 


Vaggie hugs the spear to her chest. This she could retrieve, at least. A piece of her old life, 
her old home. Now with a new purpose, not to kill sinners. Not unless it's for Charlie. 


Charlie got her a phone. Vaggie wanted to refuse at first. She never had the need for it in 
Heaven, and although they never needed money up there, her trips to Earth has let her know 
that they can be expensive. But Charlie insisted. 


I want to be able to contact you when you leave! Charlie said with tears in her eyes, so she 
accepts. She doesn't like the thought of not being able to easily talk to Charlie either. 


She's scrolling through her phone for job offers and apartment rentals when she hears what 
sounds like paper sliding across the floor. She rolls in bed to check and sure enough, there's a 
piece of paper in front of her bedroom door, likely slipped through the crack below. 


She goes to snatch it and chuckles at what she sees. 


The Princess of Hell is soon to open Hell's very first Happy Hotel and is looking for a Hotel 
Manager to aid her in her cause! 


Requirements include: 

- not a minor 

- has really pretty hair and eyes 

- super nice 

- responsible 

- looks really great in a pencil skirt 
- likes showtunes 


Benefits: 

- free food and lodging 

- extreeeeemely good pay! Promise! I'm loaded. It's literally not a big deal 
- all expenses paid healthcare and dental plan 

- acute boss <3 


If interested, please contact Charlie Morningstar IMMEDIATELY 


Below the words written in multi-color glitter pen is a doodle of a building that seems to be 
the "Happy Hotel". Arched over the hotel is a rainbow flagged by Razzle and Dazzle. And 
right beside it is a scribble of Charlie, complete with her red suit and rosy cheeks and toothy 
smile. 


Vaggie is quick to open the door and sure enough, she finds Charlie, very much looking like a 
deer caught in headlights as Vaggie finds her mid-getaway. 


Vaggie raises a brow. 

Charlie grins. "Hi." 

"Hey." Vaggie holds up the handmade flyer. "You're hiring, Princess?" 

Charlie is quick to nod her head, biting her lip to keep her excitement in. "Desperately." 


Vaggie pretends to scrutinize the flyer with hesitance. "Probably can't make the cut. I'm 
seventeen." 


Charlie's smile drops into a horrified guffaw. "You are?!" 
Vaggie cracks up. "I'm kidding -- haha-- Holy shit-- ow! Charlie, quit it! I was just joking!" 


"Well it's a terrible joke!" Charlie squeals as she keeps shaking Vaggie by the arm. "You're 
not hired because you're being mean!" 


"I'm not applying though?!" 
Charlie stops and pouts. "Why not?" 


"Oh my god..." Vaggie laughs fondly. "You're impossible." 


Charlie crosses her arms, doing a very bad job at looking mad. "Fine. If you didn't want to 
take the job all you had to say was no, you know..." 


"I'm not applying..." Vaggie pauses dramatically to see Charlie glance at her. "... Until I find 
out what the fuck a Happy Hotel is." 


The stars come back to Charlie's eyes. "I am so glad you asked!" 


Charlie had a whole ass musical number prepared to explain what her Happy Hotel is, 
complete with choreography and Razzle and Dazzle's musical accompaniment and more 
paper drawings for visual aid. It's all very impressive, to be honest. Especially with a singing 
voice like Charlie's. 


Despite the slightly silly musical number, Vaggie is left speechless at what she has learned. 
A hotel for sinner rehabilitation. So they could be redeemed? And go to heaven? 
This has to be some sick joke from God himself. 


But Charlie is serious. She cares about her people even if they don't respect her. She sees the 
best in them and wants the best for them. 


"You want to bring sinners to Heaven?" Vaggie says after a stretch of silence that lasted too 
long. 


"Yes! Isn't it brilliant?!" 


Vaggie refrains from answering that question, looking at the handmade flyer in her hands. 
"You really think it's possible? For the damned... to ascend?" 


"I don't know for certain..." Charlie says, her smile waning a bit. She sits beside Vaggie on 
her bed, looking very small. "But I know that there are souls who don't deserve eternal 
suffering." 


Vaggie chuckles darkly. "Like who?" 
"Like you." 


Vaggie's breath catches. She looks at Charlie and the other woman's resolute gaze doesn't 
waiver. 


"You're too kind for this place, Vaggie," Charlie says, taking Vaggie's hand in both her own. 
"I don't think you should move to any district in Pentagram City because you deserve better 
than Hell. So if you would let me, I'd like to get you a place in Heaven instead." 


Hope. Vaggie has not had that in too long. She could go back home, if Charlie's crazy idea 
works. No more rando's hooking up in public, no more sleazy demons trying to make a pass 
at her, no more assholes trying to mug her. No more pain. She could go home. 


"When do I start?" Vaggie asks. 


And Charlie's smile remains, even if her eyes don't shine as much as they usually do. 


Chapter End Notes 


Pls dont be mad at Vaggie for choosing Heaven over Charlie(for now). She's only 
known her for like two months at this point lol 


Devotion 


Chapter Notes 


sorry I took a loooong time updating. got distracted reading Igual. Have ya'll read that 
yet? If you know how long that fic is, you'd understand. Holy shit best Chaggie fic istg 


anyways! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Charlie's almost vibrating, biting her lip to keep herself from constantly squealing in 
excitement. Vaggie watches with a mixture of slight nerves and fond amusement and quiet 
anticipation. It's a big day. 


Although Vaggie never knew how to do anything but be Heaven's soldier, becoming Charlie's 
hotel manager didn't take a lot of adjustment, which is quite surprising. She's been so used to 
only taking orders. She never thought she could ever have a job that required a lot of 
decisions either consulted with or decided on by her. She has a say on something for once. 


They're partnersnow, Charlie had proclaimed. Vaggie tries not to think about all the different 
ways that could mean, and all the different reasons it makes her happy. 


Today is the day they go to The Hotel. Or what will soon be The Hotel. It wasn't easy to get 
property in the heart of the city that wasn't already owned by some overlord or minor turf 
leader of some sort, even for the princess of Hell. One might think it should be easy 
considering her title, but Charlie just isn't the type of person who would take advantage of her 
power. Due to this, she doesn't get a lot of respect among her people, unfortunately. Charlie 
could pull rank and make any demon give them what she wants, sure, but that just isn't 
Charlie. 


After a long time of agonizing over it, Charlie finally gave in and heeded Vaggie's advice and 
asked her father for help. 


Vaggie still hasn't met the King of Hell himself. Charlie has tried to have the two meet, but 
Vaggie isn't inclined to meet any powerful royal demon at the moment that isn't Charlie, and 
Lucifer is unsurprisingly uninterested. 


The limousine finally stops in front of an abandoned building that Charlie agreed to accept 
instead of any the other establishments Lucifer offered. Cracks in the foundation are evident. 
The whole place is probably covered in twenty layers of dirt and dust. Whichever surface 
isn't covered in vines and mold, that is. There's a goddamn pirate ship sticking out of the 
building's side for some reason. It's probably on the verge of collapsing, and yet Charlie 
jumps out of the car and swoons as if she were seeing a beautiful castle. 


Well... It's Charlie's castle now, isn't it? 
"Oh, isn't she beautiful, Vaggie?" Charlie sighs, eyes still on the decrepit building. 


"It doesn't look very OSHA-approved..." Vaggie mutters as she steps out of the limousine and 
takes her place beside Charlie. 


"Hm?" 
"... Nothing. The contractor still can't find the key?" 


"Not sure," Charlie's excited smile wanes as she scrolls through her text messages. "He hasn't 
replied to me since we got in the car. Lemme call him." 


As Charlie gets on that, Vaggie heads over to the door and, like the contractor had told them, 
it wouldn't budge. Vaggie huffs out a sigh. She's considering just using her spear to break one 
of the windows when she notices a piece of paper stuck to one of the panels. She's been 
getting better at reading again, but the handwriting in this slip of paper is too much of a 
scribbled mess to comprehend. It's not as pretty as Charlie's penmanship or as eye catching as 
her glitter pens. 


"He's not answering his cell either," Charlie says as she approaches. "Whatcha got there?" 


"I think he left this note," Vaggie replies, still squinting. "... Launch...? Oh. Motherfucker left 
us to have lunch." 


"But it's, like, eight in the morning." 

A beat passes. Then-- 

"Whatever!" Charlie claps once, hyping herself up again. "We'll find a way in ourselves." 
Vaggie holds up her spear. "I have an idea." 

"Without! Destroying anything!" 

Vaggie puts down the spear. "I no longer have an idea." 


Charlie puts on a serious look. "Let's circle the perimeter. The key's bound to be around here 
somewhere. She can't part with the Hotel too far for too long. I go left," she starts walking 
backwards to said direction, still facing Vaggie, "you go right." 


Vaggie gives her a sarcastic, two-finger salute."Sure thing, boss." 


The serious look wears off to give way to Charlie's petulant pout. "I told you not to call me 
that!" 


"Ma'am." 


Charlie crosses her arms. 


".. or?" 

Charlie trips. When she sits up, her face is beet red. "N-Not that either!" 

Vaggie just laughs. "Yeah, whatever, hun. Just stop tripping on your own hooves." 
"Much better..." Charlie mutters as she stands and dusts off her pants. 

Vaggie's smirk stretches to a grin. "What was that?" 

"Nothiiiing!" Charlie sing-songs as she skips out of sight. 


The building isn't in very good shape. As she keeps walking and lets her fingertips graze the 
cement wall, she could have sworn she felt the ground beneath her tremble. 


When she turns around the corner, she sees the pirate ship in all of its out of place glory. The 
sails are torn and the canons are gone, probably scavenged by some demons. The crow's nest 
however remains in tact, standing almost as high as the old hotel building Charlie now owns. 


Suddenly distracted by curiosity, Vaggie climbs up what remains of the ship's deck but finds 
the ladder to the crow's nest missing too many rungs to be of use. She clicks her tongue. If 
only she had her wings-- 


Vaggie grits her teeth. She doesn't need her wings. She hasn't needed them for the past four 
months. 


After a few good tugs, she decides. The vines will do. 


Vaggie is winded by the time she gets to the top of the building's no longer functioning neon 
sign. She'll have to get back to properly working out soon. She's getting out of shape. 


She takes a deep breath, takes off on a run, and jumps. If she were to ignore the tell tale signs 
that say otherwise, she could trick herself into thinking she's flying again. But gravity soon 
comes for her, and Vaggie's relieved to have become used enough with her lack of depth 
perception to not miss her mark. 


At least not as badly as she would have. 


Her body collides painfully against the mast, but she still lands on the crow's nest, so she 
considers this a success regardless. She laughs breathlessly. It's so much easier to see 
Heaven's realm from here and she uses the vantage point to flip her middle finger in its 
direction. 


See? She could do it, even without the blessings they thought she didn't deserve. 
"Vagegie, what the fuck?!" 


Vaggie jumps at suddenly hearing a familiar voice shriek. She looks down and sees Charlie in 
front of the ship, staring up at her with wide, panicked eyes. 


"I'm okay!" she shouts down at her. "I'll be down in a sec!" 


Charlie says something that Vaggie can't hear. When Charlie starts pacing below with her 
arms wildly gesticulating, Vaggie chuckles to herself and takes in the rest of the view. 


Pentagram City, Hell, has been her home for four months now. It's still a horrible place. 
Violent crimes in the Doomsday District. Leftover entrails and gore in every corner of 
Cannibal Town. Addiction and debauchery in The Vees' territory. Sin is still everywhere in 
this little shithole Charlie calls home. But as Vaggie looks over at the beautiful lights of the 
city from afar, she can't help but look for all the places she's been to and feel a certain amount 
of... something. One might call it attachment, at most. Fondness, even, if she dared. 


Over there is Pentagram Theatre, where Charlie brought her to watch a troupe of terrible 
actors and their production of Mamma Mia. None of them could actually sing but Vaggie 
almost cried laughing with Charlie as they watched. Two blocks from there is Lilith Park, 
where she helped Charlie recruit some addicts for the hotel. They failed but got some 
surprisingly good ice cream after Vaggie beat the shit out of them for pulling a knife on 
Charlie. And then somewhere at the edge of the city they found a restaurant that had good 
food but was also owned by a fairly feared gang. They had to leave before dessert when a 
fight against an enemy gang broke out. 


It all could have been a lot worse. He// could have been so much worse, and it really is pretty 
bad, especially when Heaven is to compare. Heaven didn't have murderers in the streets or 
rapists as beloved celebrities or crime lords as governing forces. It didn't have pain and 
sorrow. But Heaven could be better, too. She wishes it were more genuine, less hypocritical, 
more forgiving. She wishes it had Charlie. Maybe then she'd be more keen over the thought 
of going home. 


"You. Are. Insane!" 


Vaggie's attention is pulled away from the city lights to watch Charlie climb the same neon 
sign Vaggie used. Charlie has even discarded her shoes, using her hooves for a better grip. 


Vaggie's smile must look fond as her eye stays on Charlie. It feels like it. She's accepted that 
refusing to be charmed by Charlie is a losing battle at this point. "And what does that make 
you? For following me all the way up here?" 


Charlie had to stop climbing to give Vaggie a put out pout. When Vaggie's grin merely grows 
at the sight of it, Charlie visibly struggles against a smile of her own before turning away to 


continue her climb. 


"You did great, sweetie, but it's okay," she says as Charlie hauls herself to the top of the sign. 
"I'll come back down--" 


"No." A determined look washes over Charlie's face as she looks from the edge of the sign to 
the crow's nest. "Stay right there. I'll come to you." 


"Charlie, you don't have to--" 


But Charlie does it anyway. Vaggie barely gets to finish cursing before Charlie takes off on a 
jump. She makes it and Vaggie catches her with a grunt as Charlie lands so she doesn't topple 
over. 


"Hah!" Charlie breathlessly cheers, clutching onto Vaggie's waist for dear life. "I did it!" 


Vaggie pats Charlie's back. She can feel the raucous thump of the other woman's heart beat 
through her chest against her cheek. "Good--Good job." 


Charlie only pulls away enough so Vaggie could see her accomplished grin, but her arms stay 
around Vaggie's waist. Vaggie freezes. 


They haven't been this close since the day Vaggie accepted the job to be her hotel manager. 
Although their bond has grown stronger since, with Vaggie having the confidence to even say 
that Charlie has become her best friend, Charlie seems to have suddenly realized that physical 
boundaries are very real things that exist. She no longer takes Vaggie's hand in hers or hugs 
her just because or puts a hand on her waist or the small of her back. Vaggie misses the 
contact, to be honest, but she understands. Charlie has chosen to setup boundaries to make 
their goal easier. Hell is supposed to only be a temporary stopover for Vaggie after all. 


Vaggie understands that, and yet she doesn't move away, even as she has become hyper aware 
of the arms on her waist or the heat of Charlie's front against her own or the feeling of 
Charlie's labored breath fanning against her face. Charlie, however, steps back. She takes 
back her arms and warmth and breath and Vaggie is left with nothing but a craving for what 
used to be their norm. She didn't even realize she missed Charlie this much. Is that possible 
when you see each other everyday anyways? 


"This is nice," Charlie says, leaving a respectable space between them. "I can see why you 
wanted to come up here." 


Vaggie looks back at said view but closes her eyes and lets herself feel the wind on her face. 
"If I try hard enough, it kinda feels like I'm flying again." 


"Really?" 


"Nah," Vaggie chuckles and looks at the city lights again. "But it's a familiar view. Beautiful. 
Despite, you know, everything. It's still beautiful." 


"Yeah," Charlie breathes out beside her and Vaggie can feel her voice and eyes on her. 


Vaggie's cheeks heat up. Even when she's physically distancing herself Charlie can never help 
herself. Vaggie hates how relieved this makes her feel. Quietly, Vaggie rasps out, "You're not 
even looking at the view." 


Charlie quickly turns her head to look away. "Sorry, just um... I just noticed that you're hair's 
getting longer!" 


Vaggie picks at a strand. "Oh, yeah you're right. I usually have it trimmed every three 
months..." 


"I know a good salon in the city if you wanna..." 
Vaggie thinks about it. "No. I think I'm gonna grow it out." 
She sees Charlie beam at her. "Really?" 


"I used to keep it short so that I could... It makes it easier to move around and... and fight... 
with shorter hair." 


It's shameful how hard she tries to hide the truth from Charlie, she knows. She isn't afraid that 
Charlie would hate her for what she did, not exactly. Charlie has a heart that is willing to 
grant mercy for everyone, including the damned sinners of Hell. And with Charlie thinking 
that Vaggie herself is one of them, neither of them are under the illusion that Vaggie has 
never done any wrong. She just... she doesn't want Charlie to know what she's done. What 
she used to be. Because she likes the things she's doing now and the person she's becoming 
because of Charlie. 


"That was really the only reason I kept cutting it short. But I don't really need to do that, do 
1?" 


Vaggie still isn't certain whether Charlie's plan could get her back to heaven, but one thing's 
for sure. No matter what happens, she isn't going to be an exorcist anymore. 


"I'd love to see that," Charlie says. 


"I mean, you'll barely even notice the difference," Vaggie says with a shrug. "Since you're 
with me everyday and all." 


"I will! I already do! Like how I noticed that your teeth've been getting sharper!" 
Vaggie is genuinely taken aback, a hand going to her jaw. "They are? I didn't even notice..." 
Is it because she's been in Hell for so long? Oh, God-- 


"You don't notice because you don't /ook hard enough," Charlie starts bragging, eyes closed 
and mouth set to a proud smile. "I, however--" her eyes suddenly fly open, horrified-- "d- 
definitely don't look at your mouth too much. Or. At all. Haha, izzat the key?" 


"Charlie, what--" 


"It's the key!" Charlie squeals, grabbing Vaggie by the shoulders so she could have her face 
the Hotel's roof. "We found it!" 


The "key" is a hellborn demon that resembles what people on Earth might call a cat, with its 
fluffy fur and long tail and pointy ears. A glaring difference from a normal feline, however, is 
the single large eye occupying its whole face. It blinks its huge eye once at them before 
taking off on a run. 


It takes them a bit to get from the crow's nest then back to the sign. It takes them even longer 
-- around two hours -- to catch the pesky little key. But they soon do, and as Charlie hums a 


song in her bathroom while giving the key a bath, Vaggie absentmindedly listens as she pours 
over the paper work for the Hotel's restoration on Charlie's bed. 


It's hard to say when scenarios like this started becoming their norm. Vaggie used to do this 
kind of shit in the kitchen table by herself. Then when she noticed that Charlie is prone to 
procrastinating her share of paperwork -- actual legitimate paperwork that didn't involve 
doodles and music sheets-- Vaggie decided to officially schedule a time for both of them to 
work on their share in the kitchen together. Then when coaxing Charlie out of the comfort of 
her room would become too troublesome, they'd just end up doing it in her room. Vaggie has 
spent more time in Charlie's bed than her own at this point. 


"So Dad finally replied to my text," Charlie says as she emerges from the bathroom with the 
key wrapped in a towel. She makes a face at all the documents spread atop her bed and 
Vaggie makes work on gathering them so they don't get wet. 


"You mean the text you sent him three days ago?" Vaggie mumbles as she gets her binder. 
She's fallen in love with binders recently, for some reason. Turns out she has a knack for 
organizing things. This one's covered in stickers courtesy of Charlie. 


"Yeah..." Charlie makes a different kind of face as she uses the hairdryer on the key. The 
specific kind of face you make when you're thinking about the father you have very 
complicated feelings for. She giggles but it's an empty gesture. "He usually takes three to five 
business days to process a reply." 


Are they talking about a father or an electronic money transfer? 


"Alright." Vaggie sets aside the binders on Charlie's coffee table before sitting beside her on 
the bed. "What did he say?" 


"That you gotta use dead rats to lure her. Really effective way to catch her, apparently." 


Vaggie inhales. Then exhales. She pinches the patch of skin between her brow as she says 
through gritted teeth, "Would've been really handy to know that before we spent two hours 
trying to catch the pesky little shi--" 


"Shhh!!!" Charlie lets go of the hairdryer in favor of covering the key's ears with her hands. 
"Don't finish that. You'll hurt Keekee's feelings!" 


"... Keekee?" 

"Dad said that's the name he gave her when he built the Hotel." 

"Key. Key." 

Charlie grins, this one genuine as she holds up the now dry key. "How cute is that?" 


Not any cuter than the woman before Vaggie, but that's fine. It's a huge hurdle to overcome. 
"It's pretty cute, yeah." 


"Are you ready?" 


Vaggie swallows as she nods, focusing on Charlie's eager eyes instead of her own queasy 
stomach. 


So here's something you might want to know about Charlie: she is, apparently, two hundred 
years old. Roughly. 


Vaggie almost choked on a grain of rice when Charlie once casually mentioned it as they 
were eating two months ago. Vaggie may not know a lot about the life she had when she was 
alive, but she had a feeling she was no older than twenty five before she died. Even then, 
she'd only been an exorcist for almost a decade before she was felled. So the knowledge that 
Charlie is much much older than her by more than a century is a huge shock to Vaggie. 
Vaggie is aware that Charlie's an adult, but she just had such a youthful glow about her, you 
wouldn't think she could be old enough to be your how many great grandmother. 


But then there's the little things. Like Charlie's inclination for dapper suits and slacks. Her 
vintage taste in decor and various media. She has modern devices like a phone, but she rarely 
uses it. She has no social media and can barely tell whether she's talking to voicemail or a 
dead line. She does like texting though. The message thread she has with Vaggie that's 50% 
actual words and 50% emojis attests to that. But overall, Charlie isn't exactly a very "modern" 
woman. 


So when they got to advertising the Hotel, Charlie wanted to do it the old fashioned way. She 
took Vaggie's advice and paid for online and t.v. advertisements, but she still wanted to put 
herself out there and look for demons who are interested in either checking in or applying for 
a position in the staff once the Hotel is restored herself. 


So that's why they're here in the busiest plaza of Pentagram City. Charlie is standing 
confidently in the middle of the crowd, but Vaggie can tell by the tapping of her foot and her 
slightly crooked bow tie that Charlie is a little bit nervous. When she notices Charlie clench 
her fists, Vaggie steps into her line of vision to straighten her tie. 


Vaggie ignores Charlie's undignified squeak and says, "You got this, hun." When simply 
straightening it as it is doesn't do, Vaggie opts to undo the tie altogether to redo it herself. 
Charlie's fingers twitch once over her actions, but she keeps herself behaved as her arms stay 
stiff at her sides the whole time. When she's done, Vaggie smiles, satisfied, then directs that 
smile at Charlie who looks at Vaggie like she's the most captivating thing in a crowd of 
hundreds. "Just like you rehearsed." 


Charlie smiles, and it's that soft one where her eyes turn into half-moons and her lips are 
stretched far enough for her sharp fangs to poke out of both edges of her mouth. "Just like we 
rehearsed." 


Vaggie rolls her eye. Right. Even though Vaggie's role in this performance is to merely 
provide visual aid and moral support. "Yeah, sure." 


When Vaggie steps back and lets her have their impromptu stage again, Charlie points a 
finger up at the sky, casting her bit of sorcery to conjure fireworks flashy enough to catch the 
plaza's attention. 


And so, Charlie's performance begins. It starts out solemn, with Charlie singing about the 
annual exterminations and the carnage and chaos it brings. But then the beat changes as 
Charlie sings about her Happy Hotel. That's Vaggie's cue, and so she unravels the tarpaulin 
they prepared that illustrates the Hotel. The actual Hotel is still undergoing renovations, so 
this is just an edited picture that Charlie and Vaggie cobbled together with their combined 
limited knowledge in photo editing. Remembering Charlie's insistence to Smile, Vaggie, 
please! Vaggie does as rehearsed, though she may look a lot more forced than Charlie would 
have liked. 


As Charlie continues to dance and sing, Vaggie takes in the crowd's reaction. Many have 
chosen to just keep on walking, but of the few that stayed to watch, some look bored, some 
confused, and a lot of them look amused. And not necessarily in a good way. 


Just as Charlie is about to start on the second verse, a rotten tomato comes flying out from the 
crowd right into Charlie's chest, ruining her perfectly pressed suit and the bow tie Vaggie 
fixed up for her. For a moment everyone is silent, including Charlie. The music is gone and 
the theatrical lights from Charlie's sorcery have dimmed. 


And then somebody bemoans, "Boo, you suck ass!" 


More insults and miscellaneous items get thrown in Charlie's way. When the princess merely 
stands there, stunned before what were supposed to be her people, Vaggie pulls out her spear 
and slices through a goddamn pineapple that was about to hit Charlie's head. 


She growls, pointing her spear at the demon that was about to give Charlie a concussion 
without a second thought. ";Qué demonios crees que estas haciendo?" 


The demon merely laughs and Vaggie snaps. She launches herself at the offender, but is 
caught by the waist by a pair of long arms. Vaggie struggles to free herself, but then stills 
when she realizes that Charlie is the one holding her back. 


Charlie's eyes are downcast when she says, "Let's just go." 


It's a shameful retreat, with the demons jeering as Vaggie and Charlie climb into the 
limousine. Vaggie is fuming inside the car, ranting in both the unnamed language everyone in 
Heaven and Hell has the innate ability to speak and the native language she had in the living 
world. By the time Vaggie had run out of things to spit out in a fitful rage, Charlie is still 
quiet beside her. All the fire in Vaggie fizzles out at the sight of Charlie curled up in her seat 
with her legs folded to her chest, hugging her knees as she looks through the car window. 


Vaggie curses, this time directing it to herself. She should have checked on Charlie before 
anything else. 


She pulls out a handkerchief, something she has recently always had with her. With the kind 
of place Hell is, Vaggie has often found it necessary to wipe blood and grime off herself 
whenever she walked the streets of Pentagram City. 


"Charlie," Vaggie says, her voice much softer than it was when she was going on a rant 
moments ago. "That's going to stain." 


Charlie cluelessly looks to her at first before she notices Vaggie pointedly look down at her 
shirt. "Oh." 


Charlie puts her feet down and reaches for the cloth, but Vaggie shakes her head and says, 
"Let me." Charlie gives in with a tiny nod, though she does take the initiative to shrug her 
jacket off. 


Six months ago, Vaggie sat in this same car disgraced and broken. She doesn't know how she 
died, but she has a feeling it was never as painful as it was when she lost her wings and eye. 
She hadn't felt pain since gaining her halo, not to mention pain as excruciating as that. Words 
can never say enough how grateful she is that Charlie found her that night. Vaggie wishes she 
had magic that could sooth the pain and sorrow Charlie is going through now, just like she 
did once did for Vaggie, but right now all she has is her clumsy hands. 


Vaggie pretends not to notice Charlie's eyes on her as she works on cleaning what she could. 
When Vaggie moves to undo the bowtie again, Charlie doesn't squeak this time. There is a 
noticeable hitch in her breath however, though Vaggie doesn't outwardly acknowledge it. She 
leaves the bow tie on her lap as she cleans Charlie's neck of the rotten juices first before 
wiping off what she could from Charlie's white shirt. 


"Sorry," Charlie rasps out. "It's a little pathetic to be so down over this." 


Charlie and Vaggie differ in a lot of things. Vaggie doesn't understand Charlie's penchant for 
theatrics or her spontaneous urge for public performances or the adoration she holds for 
sinners. But Vaggie can imagine how heartbreaking it must feel to be subjected to such 
humiliation and rejection by the people she loved over something she was passionate about. 


"It's not," Vaggie whispers. There's no hope in getting rid of this stain with just a 
handkerchief, but Vaggie keeps her hands busy anyways. "You spent a week composing that 
song and another to choreograph and practice it. They didn't even let you finish. If getting 
down over this is pathetic--" she chuckles-- "then me getting mad on your behalf is 
ridiculous." 


That last statement is what finally gets to Charlie. She grabs Vaggie's wrist, gentle but firm, 
and makes Vaggie look back at her. "It's not ridiculous. It's really sweet." 


There are seven fundamental Sins that had snaked its way in the heart of humanity in the 
beginning of Creation, and Vaggie had always been taught -- both in life and in the afterlife -- 
that they are to be abhorred for being the root of all Evil. Though angels agree in general, 
even their kind are not perfect enough to completely reject it their whole afterlife. Adam 
reeks with pride and lust and gluttony. Lute is overcome with envy and greed. They are flaws 
that any angel understands. But Vaggie's time with Charlie has taught her that sins aren't 


necessarily bad things to indulge in. At the very least not when it's on behalf of someone as 
wonderful as Charlie. 


Like wrath in the name of injustice and hurt aimed towards Charlie. Or pride in her talents 
and resilience. Envy over her kindness. Sloth making her indulge in quiet moments with her. 
Greed for her attention, gluttony for her presence. And lust for-- 


The limousine stutters from its smooth ride as it drives over a speed bump and Vaggie, who 
had been partially kneeling with one of her knees braced on the leather seat and her opposite 
foot supporting her weight on the car floor, stumbles onto Charlie. With one hand 
immobilized by Charlie's grip, Vaggie's other hand comes up to prop against the backrest by 
Charlie's shoulder. Vaggie ends up with her face practically buried in Charlie's neck, and the 
proximity brings Vaggie's attention to what bit of skin is now exposed by the few buttons 
popped open in Charlie's shirt. It's still pretty modest, Vaggie admits. The most she could see 
is some pretty collarbones, but Charlie regularly doesn't show much skin at all, so it was 
enough to have Vaggie feeling hot underneath her clothes. Charlie's state, however, is nothing 
compared to Vaggie's. Her other knee had also gone up to the seat, right between Charlie's 
legs, making her skirt ride up and show a scandalous amount of thighs. 


It's Vaggie's turn to squeak, and when she turns her attention to Charlie's face, she finds 
bright red sclera and white hot irises staring at her legs. But then Charlie notices Vaggie's 
gaze and she blinks, eyes back to their warm yellows and reds as she stares back at her with 
bright red cheeks. Vaggie scrambles off of Charlie then, pulling down her skirt that suddenly 
feels a little too tight. 


And if the temperature in the car has suddenly gotten a little hotter, nobody says a word about 
it for the remainder of the ride back home. 


Charlie likes to take a hands on approach to many things. She likes to be personally involved 
in her projects. So instead of waiting in the comfort of her home until renovations for the 
Hotel is done, Charlie can be found in the Hotel helping out. Today she's putting up 
wallpapers in the hallway. Vaggie personally doesn't want to be involved in this kind of stuff, 
especially when the workers outside kept wolf whistling at her whenever she'd pass by, but 
she can't bring herself to leave Charlie working alone. Their partners after all, so she's here 
helping out too. 


"Any news on the recruitment?" Charlie says as she finishes up with a corner of the 
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wallpaper. 


Vaggie almost doesn't notice the question directed at her. Charlie has opted out of her fancy 
suits today in exchange for a cute pair of overalls that they can spare being stained by paint 
and glue. Vaggie is wearing a near matching pair, the only difference is that Charlie's has long 


pant legs while Vaggie's are cut short for personal preference. Charlie looks absolutely 
adorable, and Vaggie hasn't been able to take her eye off her all day. 


"I, uh, haven't gotten any emails or texts from people interested." 


She decides not to share all the crude messages their flyers and posters have attracted. Charlie 
doesn't need to know about all the nudes Vaggie has had the misfortune of seeing. 


Charlie's smile remains, but her posture visibly deflates. "That's fine. It's fine! It's only been, 
like, a month since we started putting up the notice that we're hiring." She turns her back on 
Vaggie to busy herself with another roll of wallpaper. "We should try to finish this wall by 
sundown." 


Something has changed ever since that day in the plaza. Vaggie didn't realize exactly what it 
was until they started helping with the renovations two weeks ago. 


Charlie loves music with her whole heart and her entire soul. She's rarely found out and about 
without some kind of song to belt or hum in her lips. Though she's still chipper, she's recently 
been a lot quieter, and Vaggie now realizes it's because she hasn't heard her so much as hum a 
song for a while now. 


"It's a little quiet," Vaggie says. "Do you mind if I play something?" 
Charlie looks surprised. "Of course not." 


Vaggie likes music herself, but not in the way Charlie does. Where Charlie likes to project the 
song in her heart as loud as she can, Vaggie likes to indulge in it privately. Vaggie sings, but 
she prefers to enjoy the music with her body, dancing in the privacy of her room when she 
can. Nobody has seen her do either things, at least nobody Vaggie could remember, but she'll 
make an exception for Charlie, and this she'd like to keep in her memory. 


Charlie's shoulders square as soon as she hears the opening notes of the song playing from 
Vaggie's phone. If Charlie were a dog, her ears would perk up at the sound of one of her 
favorite songs in a musical being played. 


Vaggie feels herself grin at the eager look in her eyes. From where she's sitting on the step 
ladder they were using, Vaggie can tell that Charlie wants to sing along. Vaggie wants to give 
her more of a reason to do it, and so she sings first. 

"Guess mine is not the first heart broken. My eyes are not the first to cry." 

Charlie's eyes widen, her jaw going slack. It isn't like Vaggie to revel in attention, but she 
does like having Charlie's eyes on her, even when she doesn't even usually sing in front of 
anyone. 

"I'm not the first to know. There's just no getting over you." 


As if in a trance, Charlie approaches Vaggie as she keeps singing along to the song. 


"I know I'm just a fool who's willing... to sit around and wait for you." 


Charlie stands before Vaggie who has to crane her neck up to keep eye contact with her. She 
smiles as she sings the next line, and Charlie's eyes become impossibly softer. 


"But baby, can't you see there's nothing else for me to do? I'm hopelessly devoted to you." 


Vaggie doesn't sing along for a moment, letting Olivia Newton-John belt the lines but now 
there's nowhere to hide, since you pushed my love aside by herself as she sees Charlie's hand 
raise for a moment, only for her to change her mind. The corners of her lips quirk upwards at 
Charlie, and she offers her hand to her. Charlie doesn't waste any time. She takes Vaggie by 
the hand and pulls her up so she's standing with her. 


"I'm out of my head," Charlie sings along this time, tucking back a strand of hair that escaped 
Vaggie's ponytail. "Hopelessly devoted to you." 


Vaggie's cheeks hurt from smiling so wide. They both sing, "Hopelessly devoted to you... 
Hopelessly devoted to you." 


As the interlude plays, Vaggie's hands have now ended up in Charlie's. They haven't held 
hands in a long time, and she relishes in the feeling of Charlie's warm palms and the thumbs 
drawing circles against her skin. She tells Charlie, "There you are." 


Behind them from Vaggie's phone, Olivia continues to sing. 

My head is sayin’, "Fool, forget him"... 

Charlie blinks down at her. God she's so tall. "What do you mean?" 
My heart is sayin', "Don't let go..." 


"You've been a little out of it, recently." Since the plaza. As a matter of fact since she "hired" 
Vaggie, Charlie has been a little different. A lot more subdued. "I miss you being all 
theatrical and just... so. Much." 


There's no other way to say it. Charlie does things by a lot. Her words, her volume, her 
affection, her touch... Charlie is so authentically herself, it's disheartening whenever she holds 
herself back from doing what she wants. Vaggie thought she'd have trouble adjusting to such 
a person, but she's found herself missing her so much that she's now the one initiating 
contact. And staying in Charlie's room. And fixing up her clothes for her. And doing cheesy 
shit like this. 


"Hold on to the end", that's what I intend to do.. I'm hopelessly devoted to you. 


As the song crests again, Charlie surprises Vaggie by twirling her once before dipping her, 
supporting Vaggie's weight by the waist while Vaggie holds onto her with her arms around 
her shoulders. 


But now there's no way to hide. Since you pushed my love aside. 


"You want me acting like this on a daily basis?" Charlie says with a cheeky little smile. 


I'm outta my head. Hopelessly devoted to you 
Vaggie has to admit. Her breath may have just been taken away. "M-Maybe." 


Charlie gives her one sweet smile before spinning her again to right her into a standing 
position. But just as she thinks they're done, Charlie pulls Vaggie back into her, arms 
wrapped tightly around Vaggie's waist with her face buried in Charlie's chest. 


Hopelessly devoted to you... Hopelessly devoted to you... 
"You're making this so hard," Charlie says with a pained whine. It makes Vaggie worry. 


It's a little awkward to be held like this, with Vaggie's short stature this position has her 
standing on the tips of her toes. She'd topple over if Charlie weren't here to hold her, but that's 
perfectly fine with Vaggie. "What do you mean?" 


She feels Charlie shift in their embrace, as if she's shaking her head. "Nothing." When 
Charlie pulls away, much sooner than Vaggie wanted, she keeps her hands on Vaggie's arms, 
wearing a resolute look on her face. "I promise I'll get you to Heaven, Vaggie. That's where 
sweethearts like you belong." 


There's a lot of things Vaggie could say in response to that. Like, God, I hope so, if she were 
the same person she was eight months ago. But as she watches Charlie fumble with the 
wallpaper, humming to the next song on Vaggie's phone, the words on her tongue are too 
jarring to voice out. What kind of angel would she be if she said Js Heaven really worth 
saying goodbye to you? 


A Fallen one, maybe. She is falling, definitely. 


Chapter End Notes 


We're entering the "Vaggie falls harder" arc... 


btw if you wanna hear a gay version of Hopelessly Devoted to You, this cover by 
Reinaeiry is guuuud 


Paradise 


Chapter Notes 


Been a while, huh? Sorry about that. I hope the longer than usual chapter length makes 
up for it. Byeeeee 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Vaggie's been coming home a lot later than usual recently. As she has told Charlie countless 
times, she's been too busy trying to make it to their goal of having the Hotel be ready for 
residents by the end of the oncoming Extermination Day in three weeks. It isn't the only 
reason why she's been making herself too preoccupied to hold a conversation with Charlie for 
the past few days, but it is the partial truth. 


A nagging voice inside her head harshly reminds her that she's told too many partial truths 
already. She tells it to shut the fuck up. 


Her feet and legs are sore by the time she gets back home. It's in times like these that Vaggie 
dearly misses her wings. They'd still be sore if she flew around town all day too -- she 
remembers they used to, after twenty-four hours of demon extermination -- but at least she 
used to be able to cover more ground at a shorter amount of time with them. 


She trudges up the steps in Charlie's house, now used to avoiding Lucifer and Lilith 
Morningstar's eerie gazes from the paintings. A particularly new framed picture has Vaggie 
pause in her tracks. At the intersection where the grand staircase splits into two paths, right 
beside the biggest, most regal painting starring the Morningstar royalties, is a more modern 
picture of Charlie with Vaggie. It's hilariously miniscule compared to the other paintings and 
ridiculously out of place, but Charlie is grinning brightly instead of holding a stiff expression 
while Vaggie wears an uncharacteristic, but sincere, smile on her face. Charlie insisted on 
putting it up and Vaggie, despite initially opposing to the idea of her intruding in such a space 
in such a way, finds herself staring at it every time she passes. 


"Baa!" 


Vaggie's eye catches Dazzle staring at her from the top of the stairs. "Hey. It's late. What are 
you doing still up?" 


Dazzle merely shakes his head, flying back to whence he came without another word. Vaggie 
merely shakes it off. Even after nearly a year of living with Charlie's pets Vaggie still can't 
seem to make them like her. 


Vaggie had just finished changing into her nightwear when she hears knocking on her 
bedroom door. Vaggie merely looks at the thing at first, puzzled. Did Razzle or Dazzle need 
her for something? 


But it wasn't either of the sheep demons at her door. When she swings it open, Charlie stands 
before her, hair slightly disheveled and pink sleep marks still blooming on her left cheek. 
She's in her red silk pajamas, with a pillow and a stuffed animal -- a black wolf with green 
eyes, it's anew one Vaggie got for her -- are clutched to her chest. It's as if she was woken up 
from sleep and rushed to Vaggie's room as soon as she was conscious again. 


"Vaggie! You're--" Charlie's bright though slightly disoriented eyes travel down, making her 
cut herself off as she appraises Vaggie's attire. The pink in Charlie's cheek spread to her 
whole face now, gaze still directed below. "When did you get that?" 


Vaggie looks down at herself, as if she didn't already know what her nightwear looked like. 
Charlie didn't until now, apparently. "Um. I dunno. A month ago?" 


It was during a trip downtown for groceries. She passed by a boutique that displayed a 
number of beautiful and elegant sleepwear. As soon as one of the store clerks noticed her 
looking through the window, she was pulled inside the store and was too overwhelmed to free 
herself from their clutches. Vaggie ended up buying three sets of night gowns that day with 
the salary she barely uses considering Charlie still insists to pay for everything. 


She never thought she would ever make such a purchase. She used to think it a silly thing to 
dress up when all you would be doing is sleep. But she likes how she looks in them, and she 
likes how they make her feel, just like the dresses and skirts that have now taken up a regular 
rotation in her daily wardrobe. Not getting hassled by any demon's leering eyes is also 
definitely perk when she only wears them in her room. 


Although, watching Charlie's eyes drink her in isn't such a bad thing. Quite invigorating, 
really. Maybe one very specific pair of eyes seeing her like this is fine. 


"It..." Charlie pauses for a moment, tightening the hold her arms have around her pillow. 
When she speaks again, her words are muffled against it. "... Looks really good." 


Vaggie leans a bit against her doorframe, hip cocked to the side. If it looks like she's striking 
a pose, that's definitely not on purpose. "Thanks, hun. Sorry, did I wake you up when I got 
home?" 


Charlie's eyes are finding it very hard to stay on Vaggie's face. Probably has something to do 
with how one of Vaggie's bent knees is making the hem of the already short gown ride up her 
thigh. "Kind of? I asked Razzle to wake me when you're back. I told you, didn't I? We need to 
get started on your lessons!" 


Vaggie's face falls, no longer sporting an amused smirk. "Right now? Charlie, it's pretty late. 
Aren't you tired?" 


Charlie's head shakes, coming closer as she takes one of Vaggie's hands in her own. Despite 
the roiling anxiety, Vaggie feels comforted by this act. "It'll be like a sleepover! I even got us 
some snacks." 


"But isn't your trip to Greed Ring tomorrow?" 


"Exactly! I'll be gone for a week, and that's a lot of time to waste if we don't get even a little 
bit started on your lessons. Your road to redemption needs to start as soon as possible!" 


Does it really have to? 


But Charlie has this twinkle in her eyes as she bounces on her hooves. Vaggie sighs, already 
knowing that she can't deny Charlie when she gets like this. She supposes she can't delay this 
any longer. 


Vaggie says, "What snacks you got?" 


They're already halfway through the tub of cookies and cream, sharing one spoon because 
Charlie forgot to bring two and neither of them could be bothered to go downstairs, when 
Charlie finally got started. She didn't know where to begin at first, her binder for drafted out 
lesson plans filled with colorful notes and scribbles. 


thoughtfully drums her pencil against the notepad on her lap. "Ah! The root of your sins. 
What are your temptations?" 


Vaggie tries to smother her smile, tries not to look too endeared. By the sparkle in Charlie's 
ruby red eyes, by the eager and inviting way she grins. Vaggie tries really hard, because what 
kind of angel could be so charmed by a demon? Bewitched. Smitten. 


You, Vaggie keeps herself from saying. You're the sweetest temptation I've ever been faced 
with. 


But no, she can't say that at risk of exposing herself of being a complete sap. Something nags 
at Vaggie, however, puzzled by the route Charlie wanted to take. 


"Aren't you going to ask what my sin was in the first place?" Vaggie says. 


It's a little silly of Vaggie to acknowledge this now when she'd been kinda-sorta avoiding this 
conversation. But Vaggie already steeled herself for the confrontation, she has to commit. 


Charlie shifts in her seat, the tapping of her pencil ceasing immediately. "I figured you didn't 
want to talk about it." There's a pause, and then Charlie says in a smaller voice, "Isn't that 
why you pull away from me sometimes?" 


Vaggie puts down the spoon, no longer having the appetite for ice cream. She didn't think 
Charlie was completely oblivious to it, but it makes Vaggie sting with guilt to hear Charlie 
voice her hurt out loud. 


"I just..." Vaggie takes in a shaky breath, fists clenched on her lap. She keeps her eye trained 
on them, too ashamed to look at Charlie. "I did some terrible things, Charlie." 


Two pale hands reach out to hold Vaggie's, big enough to easily cover them. "This might not 
mean much, coming from someone who, uh, doesn't have any other friend. But you're my 
best friend." 


Vagegie laughs, caught off guard. She finally looks at Charlie and sees a sheepish smile. "I 
mean, it's not like I'm popular with anyone either." 


The hands holding Vaggie's squeeze. "I like to think I like you plenty enough. And whatever 
you say now isn't going to change how important you are to me." 


Won't it, really? 


Charlie's eyes are suddenly downcast as she thinks about what to say next. "I want to help 
you. But I also know that none of this will work if I force you to do anything you're not ready 
for." 


"I want to tell you." A tremor starts in Vaggie's bones, her hands growing colder despite 
Charlie's hold on her. "I have to. It's just hard to let it all out." 


Charlie's hands squeeze again. "Then pace yourself. It doesn't have to be everything tonight." 
Vaggie lets out a shaky breath. She closes her eye. "I've murdered people." 


Charlie's hands let go, and Vaggie's eye opens in surprised trepidation, but Charlie's only 
writing in her notepad. "Okay, okay..." she says slowly, as if it's a calming gesture. Whether 
she's trying to compose Vaggie or herself, she isn't sure. Her expression looks strange too. 
Vaggie's never seen her wear it before. "Can I ask how many?" 


Vaggie shifts in her seat, uneasy. 
"Sorry!" Charlie hurries to add. "Stupid question. Doesn't matter." 


"I think it does," Vaggie says. "It was just a lot." Vaggie's jaw clenches. "I'm a monster, 
Charlie." 


A wretched angel, are words that rise up her throat like bile. A disgusting liar also 
immediately follows. She swallows them all down, making her sick to her stomach. Charlie's 
already barely keeping cool over the murder. Laying out everything else might be too much. 


"Was!" Charlie proclaims with an almost convincing cheer as she holds up her pencil for 
emphasis. "You was -- were a monster. But you don't kill anymore." A moment, then, 
"Right?" 

Vaggie is quick to shake her head. "I haven't, no." 


A genuine smile comes back to Charlie's lips. She looks proud. "See? Already in the right 
direction. So what made you do it?" 


Vaggie notices the strange expression return. She realizes this must be Charlie's attempt at 
being professional, like a therapist trying to keep a neutral stance at every fucked up thing her 
client might say. She's bracing herself. 


"I wasn't a serial killer or anything." 


Charlie is doing a good job at not giving anything away with her face. Vaggie, however, has 
known her too well. She notices the way her shoulders sag and how her tail, which had been 
stiff since the questions started, languidly sways again. It all encourages Vaggie to continue. 


"I was a soldier. I thought it was the right thing to do. And some things about it did make me 
happy, at least in the beginning. Like that sense of accomplishment whenever you get a good 
job done or display how skillful you are. And I was good. Really good at killing. From the 
beginning I was told that the people I killed deserved it. So I was proud of who I was and 
how good I was at what I did. Because it meant my life was worth living as long as I was 
doing it for a good cause." 


"Do you still believe that?" 
Vaggie blinks. "What?" 
"That... duty is what makes your life worth living?" 


Vaggie's dresser is filled with binders containing paper works necessary to officially establish 
the hotel and plans for its lay out and finances. The binders are covered in stickers because of 
Charlie, with encouraging and affectionate notes sneaked in between the pages. Right next to 
it is the flyers they hand out every two weeks. Nobody takes them seriously, but Vaggie looks 
forward to each performance Charlie commences every time all the same. In her phone is an 
inbox with emails sending her prank messages pretending to be interested in the hotel. She 
really should just ignore them by now, but Vaggie always checks just in case. 


It's all a far cry from what her life in Heaven was like, only thinking about keeping shape and 
making sure that her weapon is well-maintained. But that isn't something she would ever go 
back to. She wants to believe that sinners deserve a second chance, so she could prove to 
herself that she was right in sparing a tainted soul. The Hotel is a cause that's actually worth 
living for, and Charlie's stickers and songs and smile are what make her life worthwhile. 


She thinks about all that and says, "Yes." 


Charlie nods but she doesn't give her another proud look. Just continues to write in her 
notepad. 


Vaggie is starting to get nervous. Is it possible to get a bad grade in Hell Rehab? 


"Alright!" Charlie eventually says before checking her phone for the time. She winces. "I 
think we can stop there. It's getting a bit late." 


Vaggie sheepishly returns the lid to the tub as Charlie collects her things. Although Charlie 
did a great job at keeping things professional, Vaggie can't help feeling a heavy weight settle 


in her chest after all that Charlie has learned. Luckily, Charlie doesn't let her sit in her anxiety 
for too long, gently pulling Vaggie into her arms for a warm embrace that Vaggie eagerly 
returns. 


"You did such an awesome job, Vaggie," Charlie whispers into her hair. "Thank you for 
trusting me with all of that." 


Vaggie doubts she deserves to be comforted over such a thing, but she craves it all the same. 
"You know... since this is a sleepover and all... Do you wanna--" 


The world momentarily spins as Charlie pulls away to hold Vaggie at arms reach, exclaiming 
an enthusiastic "Yes!" 


Vaggie laughs and feels some of that weight ease off her. "I didn't even get to finish my 
question." 


Charlie lets go of her and clears her throat. "Right sorry." 

"Which side of the bed do you want?" 

Charlie's answer is immediate, as if she'd long decided it. "Left, please!" 

After they've brushed their teeth and Vaggie made them put away all the food -- 
("I am not inviting roaches into my bed, Charlie.") 


-- Vaggie lies on her back, unable to sleep. It's such a pain to have warring thoughts and 
feelings within yourself. Her heart knows how kind and forgiving Charlie is. She is a 
compassionate woman who is vehement on making Hell and Heaven believe that the sinners 
under her rule deserve a second chance. Why wouldn't Charlie extend the same sentiment to 
Vaggie, who she claims to be her dearest friend? Her heart clings to these things -- Charlie's 
reassuring words and her comforting hugs and her hopeless Hotel -- desperately, but the 
doubts in her head still act like they know better. 


They're loud and hard to ignore, making Vaggie picture the very real possibility of Charlie 
losing any fondness for Vaggie once she has realized what the actual gravity of having sinned 
truly is. Because it meant that Vaggie had left people with their flesh bared and their heart 
bleeding into the streets. She had murdered a man even as he wept, stabbed a woman in the 
back as she ran away. And even if her doubt over Heaven's actions had made her spare a 
handful of souls eventually, it doesn't undo what Vaggie had done. No matter how hard 
Vaggie works for the Hotel, Charlie will soon realize that the woman whose hand she holds 
has shed enough blood to stain her soul. No amount of devoted actions would scrub that off. 


But she'll be damned if she doesn't try. Vaggie already is, but she will try and try and try. 


When she turns away from the ceiling to look at Charlie and remind herself that she's still 
there with her, Vaggie is surprised to find Charlie still awake and staring back at her. Vaggie 
must not have noticed with Charlie lying on her literal blind side. Absently, Vaggie wonders 
if this is the reason why Charlie chose this spot. 


"Couldn't sleep?" Vaggie tries to be quiet as she says this, her voice coming out even raspier 
than usual. 


Charlie looks down, looking more solemn than usual. "I couldn't stop thinking about what 
you said." 


"I'm sorry." 


Vaggie could never say it enough. But then she feels a warm hand on her cheek and Charlie's 
smile directed at her. "I'm proud of you." 


Vaggie lets herself revel in the feeling that wakes in her in the moment. But soon enough, she 
remembers how little of it she deserves. She turns away from Charlie and curls on her side, 
her back facing her. "Right. Yeah. I know I've got a long way to go--" 


If Vaggie still had her wings, she would have covered herself with it in deep shame. She 
would have thought all she has is the blankets to make up for them right now, but a pair arms 
sneaking their way around her proves her wrong. Charlie pulls her into her warmth, and 
Vaggie couldn't find it in her to resist sinking in it. 


"What matters," Charlie starts to say, "1s that you're already on that road." 


Don't cry, don't fucking cry, Vaggie tells herself. In her effort, her voice cracks. "I'm still a 
murderer, Charlie." 


It takes Charlie a moment to respond. "That matters, too." 


Vaggie's eyes close, fear seizing her heart as she waits for the next words out of Charlie's 
mouth. 


"It's really hard to convince myself of the fact that you did all those things before I got to 
know how kind and sweet you are. It might take some time for it to really sink in. But I've 
always known you must have done something to end up here. I'm going to have to accept that 
every guest who checks in here has done something bad at some point in their lives. And the 
fact that it's so hard to truly believe you did those is exactly why I'm so proud of you. You've 
come so far, Vaggie." 


Vaggie lets out a shaky exhale. "Not far enough." 
"Heaven is pretty far, yeah. But it's a step in it's direction." 


Vaggie doesn't think that's what she meant. She hasn't thought about getting there for a long 
time, but she doesn't refute it. "Is this the kind of service every guest checking in here is 
gonna get?" 


Vaggie supposes that this is what she truly feared. Just like any other sinner that Charlie will 
accept into this hotel, she will be forgiven and given a second chance. This must be why 
today's session, even if short, rubbed her the wrong way. Charlie did the right thing, to detach 
herself and see Vaggie under professional lenses. She would not be hated. But Vaggie fears of 
losing the kind of biased amity Charlie had always held for her. She fears of being treated 


like any other sinner. Because while Charlie loves her people enough to fight for them, she 
doesn't look at them or want for them like Charlie has made Vaggie feel she has. 


Vaggie isn't self-absorbed enough to think it to be love. But whatever it is, Vaggie has grown 
enough of a craving to not want to lose it. It's so selfish, but she just can't help herself. 


Charlie's arms tighten their hold on her, satisfying all of Vaggie's selfish wants. "No, not 
really." A kiss is pressed against the back of Vaggie's neck, so brief she almost doesn't notice 
it. "Consider it a special deal for the Hotel's first guest." 


Charlie 
[ isnt today supposed to be your day off? :( ] 


Me 
[ the beds attived today. someone had to be here to suprtvise ] 


[ *arrived | 
[ *supervise ] 
[ dammit ] 


Charlie 
[ ok but you're still free when I get back tomorrow right? ] [ it's important! ] 


Me 

[ 1 mean. were just getting the uniforms. do we really need a whole day for that? ] 
[ its even getting delivered | 

[ we still need to finish addembling the fyrniture | 


Charlie 
[ definitely DENITELYYYY |] 


Me 
[ alright ALRITIIGHT ] 


The uniforms Vaggie and Charlie decided on are simple enough. She looks to the mirror and 
sees the red blouse fit perfectly, the black pencil skirt hugging her figure... exceptionally well. 


Unrelated, but she suddenly gets the urge to find Charlie. 


Charlie is opening the door to her room within two knocks, greeting Vaggie with a bright 
smile that slowly melts away as her eyes rake over Vaggie. Her undone bowtie, which was 
hanging around her collar, stays there forgotten as Charlie continues to stare. 


"You look... so good," Charlie sighs out. 
Vaggie squirms like this isn't the exact reaction she wanted. "It's a perfect fit. Yours too." 


Charlie does a little twirl that lets her hair twist around her in a beautiful spin. "Thanks! It 
isn't all that different from my usual suits though." 


Vaggie shrugs as she follows Charlie into the room. "I like your suits. They always look good 
on you." She points at the bow tie. "Need help with that?" 


Charlie doesn't really, but she nods enthusiastically anyway. 


She's never told Charlie this, and she probably never will, but Vaggie only learned how to tie 
a bow tie because of her. Charlie had this habit of fiddling with her tie and re-tightening it 
that Vaggie found hard to ignore. Eventually it made Vaggie want to try it out herself, which 
led to her looking up veetube tutorial videos on how to do a bowtie for someone else. It's a 
good excuse to be up close to Charlie and pretend she doesn't feel the other woman's eyes on 
her. 


When she finishes it up by doing the buttons of Charlie's jacket and briefly tugging the lapels 
to straighten everything out, she gives Charlie an approving nod. "Handsome as ever, 
Princess." 


Charlie beams. "I got you something, by the way." She takes a moment to get it from her still 
unpacked suitcase. It's a red ribbon that matches their uniforms, and she holds it out for 
Vaggie to take. "It's really pretty how long your hair has gotten, but I noticed that it's also 
been bothering you." 


Vaggie cringes as she lets her fingers run through a strand of her own hair. "A little bit, yeah." 
Charlie looks on, appearing slightly jealous. "Can I put it on for you?" 


Vaggie watches Charlie tie it around her hair from the mirror, the soft and fond look on her 
face familiar. It tugs at her heartstrings, occurring to her that it's been nearly a year since 
Charlie had the same look on her face as she helped wrap a bandage around her gouged eye. 
Charlie never looked at her any different. Whether Vaggie had recovered long enough to have 
well-kept long hair or had just been fresh from being gored and left for dead in the streets, 
Charlie looked at her as if she were the most beautiful thing. 


Vaggie had probably realized this long ago. But no other moment than now has been harder 
to deny how in love she is with Charlie as it is now. Which is a ridiculous notion, in 
retrospect. Charlie's just helping her with a little red bow. She suspects it will progress to be 
even more difficult to deny the more time passes. She isn't completely against that, just a tiny 
bit afraid. 


"Perfect!" Charlie proclaims as they stand together in front of the mirror in their matching 
uniforms and bows. The founder of the Happy Hotel and her Hotel Manager. It feels right, 
especially when Charlie has pulled her closer by the waist with a huge smile on her face. 
"You don't have any adjustments you need for it right? Should I tell the tailor we're all good?" 


"Yeah." 


"Awesome." Charlie pulls away from Vaggie to get her phone. "I'll tell them we're getting 
five more sets then. In the meantime, go get changed into something comfortable. Because 
we're going out!" 


It turns out, Charlie wanted Vaggie's day free so she could take her out. They had lunch at 
Vaggie's favorite restaurant because it was decent as long as you don't ask where the meat 
came from. They hung out at Lilith Park and just talked about the week they had while apart. 
Vaggie tries to enjoy herself, and it isn't typically difficult to do whenever Charlie's with her, 
but all the reminders that Extermination Day is in two weeks really isn't making things easy. 
It's in radio stations and news outlets and posters and townsfolk talking in hushed whispers. 
Not even Charlie could help herself, glancing at the tower counting down the days until the 
Cleansing every now and then. 


Eager to ease Charlie's concerns, Vaggie says, "Furnishing for the hotel's almost done, yunno. 
And the storage room is all stocked up with supplies. If they want to accept the help, we can 
shelter at least twenty people on Extermination Day." 


Charlie blinks back to herself. "Yeah." She smiles. "Thank you so much for helping make all 
of that possible." 


Vaggie still needs to check on their inventory, and the bed frames and mattresses are yet to be 
assembled, but that's fine. She could probably do that before the day ends-- 


"Hey, hey," Charlie gently coaxes herself in Vaggie's line of vision with a hand on her arm. "I 
know that face. You're working again." 


Vaggie frowns back. "And you're worrying. You care a lot about what happens to them." 
Vaggie gestures to nobody in particular, just in the general direction of the public also milling 
about the park. "So I'm here to make sure that we can help as much as we can." 


"And you forget, I care a lot about you, too. I told you, didn't I? This is your day off. You 
don't have to be my hotel manager twenty-four seven." Charlie pulls Vaggie to her side in a 
one-armed hug. "Today you're my friend and we're enjoying our day." 


Vaggie lets out a disgruntled sigh into the fabric of Charlie's shirt. "Fine. I'll... try." 
"Is there anything you wanna do today, or do you just wanna chill at home?" 


Vaggie takes a moment to think. There isn't anything in particular that she wants to do, but 
she has missed Charlie quite a bit. So she says, "I wanna hear you sing." 


Charlie giggles, the shoulder Vaggie is resting on bouncing. "You get to have that anytime 
anywhere. Want me to serenade you right here in front of everyone?" 


Vaggie cringes, moving away from Charlie's starry eyes. She has to be quick before Charlie 
commits to the idea. She would love that without prying, judgemental eyes ruining it for 
them. "Maybe karaoke? Pentagram City's gotta have one around the corner, right?" 


Charlie claps in multiple succession, giddy. "I know just the place!" 


Charlie gets Razzle and Dazzle to take them to a karaoke bar that's half an hour drive from 
the park. Vaggie expected the place to be cramped and rowdy, but the atmosphere proves to 
be rather gloomy when they get inside. 


"It's not always like this, don't worry," Charlie says as they approach someone who seems to 
be the host. "I think that's just because of the um... Well, yunno. Drawing near." 


"Table for two, please!" Charlie tells the host as if they were in a fancy restaurant and not in 
some dingy bar. 


The host waves them off to do whatever the fuck. Judging by the stench he's giving off, he 
must be drunk. 


"Don't you wanna rent a private room instead?" Vaggie says as Charlie writes something 
down on a logbook. When Vaggie squints at the messy scribble at the top of the page, she 
reads Mic Que. 


Charlie's cheeks turn red for some reason. "Oh no, you never wanna do that. Do you have any 
idea what the people over there do?" 


Before Vaggie could say another word, she hears a voice that's definitely not singing a song 
from one of the rooms. She grimaces. "Right." 


"Plus, hearing the other patrons sing can be pretty fun too!" 


They get a table next to a demon passed out with his face plastered against his table. They 
order some food, and as when they get to the beverages, Vaggie is surprised to hear Charlie 
order from the alcoholic section. 


"Why not?" Charlie says with a shrug when Vaggie shoots her a curious look. "I'm... honestly 
a little on edge. Might need a bit of it." 


"I'm just surprised. I didn't think you drank." 
Charlie rolls her eyes as she accepts the cocktail she ordered. "Because I'm sooo innocent?" 


Vaggie chuckles. "You're a grown woman, I get it. I've just never seen you drink in the past 
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year that I've known you." 


"There's still a lot you don't know about me!" Charlie cheers as she knocks her glass against 
Vaggie's iced tea. 


As Vaggie plays with her straw, she really thinks about how true that statement is. She knows 
Charlie's favorite food and her favorite shows and the kind of deodorant she wears but she 
barely knows about the kind of life Charlie leads without her or before her. Not that she 
needed to, she's just curious. And not to say that she never thought to try, she just preferred 
not to open that can of worms in fear of Charlie attempting to open Vaggie's. 


"Can I try learning more tonight?" Vaggie says, making Charlie stop chewing the onion rings 
she was happily munching on. 


"About what?" 
Vaggie feels herself smile fondly as she hands her a napkin. "About you." 
Charlie dabs at her stuffed cheeks, looking bashful. "You're making this feel like a date." 


Vaggie laughs but couldn't bring herself to deny anything. Charlie takes another sip from her 
cocktail as she fails to fight down a smile. "I used to always go to this place with my Dad." 


"The King of Hell is a regular here?" 


"Yeah," Charlie slowly nods over Vaggie's disbelieving look. "You've seen how people here 
treat me. Nobody's in a rush to kneel before my Dad either. A lot of people are scared of him, 
sure, but he isn't exactly revered. We're practically just regular people here." 


Vaggie doubts that's the actual case. More like... they're treated like local celebrities, and not 
everyone is exactly down to worship celebrities or even like them. But she lets Charlie 
continue talking. 


"It started when my parents’ marriage started getting a little rocky." Charlie pauses, lips 
pursed in thought. "So, uh, you're not gonna believe this... But I used to have this... Angry 
goth phase." 


Vaggie looks Charlie up and down, mirthful. "No way." 


Charlie leans closer, eyes wide and brows set. "Oh yeah." She leans back again, waving a 
hand. "Daddy issues, mommy issues, you get it." 


Vaggie doesn't. She's never known her parents and she tries not to think about whether she's 
passed them in Heaven or encountered them in Hell. The closest thing she had to that was 
Adam, and he was awful, so she can only imagine. 


"I didn't want to be with my parents all that much at the time," Charlie says, "because being 
with them always either made me so angry or just... plain sad. But my Dad always tried. He's 
stubborn like that. So every friday, when it's open mic night, he'd bring me here and we 
would sing, because it was the one thing we still liked to do together. He used to always 
swear that music is the reason I'm alive, because music was the reason why my Mom fell for 
him. He sang the first song on Earth for her. I never told him this, because he would always 
tell that story when he's drunk and too sad, but I'd already heard that story from Mom. I still 


remember her telling me about it when was a kid, back when they were still happy to be 
together." 


Charlie suddenly sits a little straighter in her seat, batting her lashes and playing with her hair. 
When she speaks, her enunciation is slower to give a more elegant feel. "Is this a gift you'll 
be giving all of humanity, angel?" 


Vaggie covers her mouth with a fist, trying to keep herself from laughing. 


Still with a straight face, Charlie takes one of the empty baskets that now only has one piece 
of fry and places it on her head, tipping it like the brim of a hat. She wears a lazy smile as she 
adopts a suddenly low and gruff voice. "Yes, but this song is made special for Earth's very 
first woman!" 


Vaggie barks out a laugh, no longer able to contain it. "The hell was that?" 


"That's how my Dad sounds," Charlie reverts back to her normal speaking voice as she eats 
the remaining fry. "Dad always liked to say that. That mom was the first woman. He gets 
really mad whenever he remembers that a lot of people on Earth don't even remember that 
she existed." 


Charlie's eyes soften as she plays with the straw on her cocktail. 


"She was a rebel and he thought it was beautiful. Lucifer gave the rest of humanity freewill 
because he saw how lovely it looked on her. He didn't want me to forget that that was the real 
reason way he gave up Heaven." 


"It's my turn to ask something!" 


Vaggie sighs as she struggles to keep Charlie's long body upright with all of her own five foot 
self. Razzle and Dazzle are of no help, immediately floating back to their own rooms as it's 
well past their bedtime. 


As Vaggie helps Charlie's drunken self up the stairs, she says, "Ask away." 
"Did you have a girlfriend before you fell down here?" 
Vaggie almost misses a step. Her face feels hot. "What?" 


It's hard to see Charlie's face when she's practically dangling from Vaggie's shoulders. "I 
should have asked sooner, but I was kinda scared what the answer would be." 


Vaggie pulls herself together long enough to survive the steps up to the second floor. "I 
didn't." 


"Seriously?" 


Truth be told, Vaggie isn't sure. If she had a lover before her human death, Vaggie couldn't 
recall. She prefers not to think about that either. Why bother thinking about a hypothetical 
woman who couldn't even leave a trace in her soul when Charlie's right here singing a lovely 
melody in her ear? 


"You're too pretty to be single," Charlie slurs out. 


Vaggie snorts. "I'm fine with that. As much as I like to believe in second chances like you do, 
I'm still not to keen on dating the demons here." 


"What about an angel?" 


That makes Vaggie pause in her steps. Charlie's face is buried in her shoulder now. "I don't 
want to date any indiscriminate murderers either." 


Charlie shakes her head. "I don't mean the Exorcists. There's gotta be other angels up there. 
Some better ones. When I get you to Heaven, the women up there are totally gonna dig your 
bad girl with a golden heart vibe." 


"Right." Vaggie opens the door to Charlie's room and gently lays her down the bed. Charlie 
sweetly smiles up at her, and the sight of it all -- Charlie lying below her, her blonde hair 
splayed all over the sheets -- has Vaggie quickly looking away before she could do anything 
foolish or uncalled for. She busies herself with freeing Charlie's hooves from her shoes. 


"Heaven must be great," Charlie says to the ceiling, "1f Dad misses it so much. Earth must be 
too, if Mom keeps trying to replicate the Garden." After a moment, after Vaggie has taken off 
both her her shoes, she continues, "They probably regret it." 


Vaggie finally looks at Charlie again, heart breaking at her forlorn expression. "Charlie..." 


Charlie turns to her side, back to Vaggie as she speaks softly, "Heaven, the Garden... that was 
their paradise. They gave those up for each other and now they can't even be in the same 
room together..." 


Vaggie can't refute that, but, "I doubt they would have changed anything. They still got to 
have you." 


Charlie curls up into a tighter ball. Even quieter, she says, "They probably regret that, too." 
That makes Vaggie stand up, indignant. "No one could ever regret you." 


When Charlie doesn't respond, Vaggie crawls up to her, determined to let Charlie know her 
worth. But Charlie is already asleep, a single tear slipping past her closed lids. Vaggie wipes 
it away and kisses her hair. 


She promises, "I would never regret you." 


It's the Hotel's grand opening. They both know that doing so on Extermination Day may not 
be the most ideal, but they both agreed that attempting to redeem a soul is moot when you 
don't even try to protect them from evisceration. They couldn't make a public announcement 
that they would allow sinners to take refuge in the Hotel even if they hadn't officially checked 
in-- 


(It was the one condition Lucifer wanted when he gave Charlie the Hotel. There wouldn't be 
any point in being exempted from the Exorcists' blade if some Sinner were to hurt Charlie.) 


-- but just like her parents, Charlie isn't really one for the rules, especially when helping 
people is much more important. And so in the remaining weeks before the Extermination, 
Charlie kept it on the down low and included in her flyers that sinners who don't have 
anywhere to go can take shelter in her Hotel. Not a lot of demons are pretty keen on asking 
for help, and so Vaggie isn't exactly surprised when nobody turned up as the day came. 


"Are you going out there?" 


Charlie is in the closet with their supplies, and sure enough she's holding a familiar medical 
kit. Vaggie never forgot the fact that Charlie goes out there every Extermination Day, going 
to those she can help even when they don't want it. It's why they met in the first place. It's 
why Vaggie survived in every way that mattered. 


"Come on, then," Vaggie says as she steps into the closet and bumps shoulders with Charlie. 
She holds up her own spear, angel blade polished and ready. "It's been a while since I've been 
in an actual fight, but I'll always have your back." 


Charlie's eyes widen. "You're coming with me?" 


Vaggie plants the butt of the handle to the floor, adopting a stern stance. "Well, duh. I'm not 
letting you go out there by yourself." 


Charlie is looking frantic now. "They're not allowed to hurt me. But you're--" 


"They're not allowed to kil] you," Vaggie doesn't back down. "They can still hurt you. And 
I'm not letting them do that." 


Charlie looks to her, pained and conflicted. And then, slowly, she puts down the kit. "I'm not 
going out there. I'm staying here with you." 


Vaggie's hard stance waivers. "What?" 


"I'll go outside when the twenty-four hours is up." She pulls Vaggie into her arms in a hug 
that's almost too tight. "I'll be by your side until then." 


Vaggie puts a hand on Charlie's back. "Are you sure? Charlie, I know how much helping 
means to you, I--" 


Charlie pulls away so Vaggie could see her strained smile. "It's okay. It's twenty-four hours. 
I'll wait." 


Vaggie could never deny Charlie when she looks so desperate, and so she nods and prepares 
herself to wait. They lock the doors, but with the Cleansing that can be heard from even the 
walls inside the Hotel, neither Charlie nor Vaggie can bring themselves to just sit alone in 
their own rooms. So they both stay in the lobby, laid down on each of the couches as they try 
to ignore the bloodshed. Charlie's back is to her the whole time, quiet, and so Vaggie passes 
the time on her phone. Soon, some time maybe fifteen hours into the Extermination, Vaggie 
falls asleep. Barely. 


She wakes up eventually to something warm moving against her. When she opens her eyes, 
she sees the back off Charlie's blonde head. She must have come over by Vaggie's couch 
sometime in the night, sitting curled up on the carpet as she just listens and waits. Vaggie 
can't tell if she's asleep or awake, with Charlie's face buried in her folded arms. The sniff she 
lets out, however, is unmistakable, and she definitely hears Charlie sob. 


"Charlie..." 


Charlie flinches upright, facing Vaggie with wet, ruby eyes. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to wake 
you." 


Vaggie's fists clench against her blanket at the state Charlie has been left in. Charlie aches so 
much for her people, but here she is forcing herself to do nothing so that she can be there for 
Vaggie's helpless self. "Charlie, I know how much you want to go. And I'm so sorry that I'm 
holding you back. You can if you want to. But--" 


"No! " 
It's Vaggie's turn to flinch as Charlie raises her voice. She's never made Charlie this upset. 


"I'm not going out there if you're coming too! But I can't leave you alone here either. What if 
they come inside and I'm not here to protect you?!" 


"I can handle it." When Charlie vehemently shakes her head, eyes scrunched shut, Vaggie 
makes Charlie look at her. "I'm just one person Charlie. That's not worth the hundreds that are 
dying out there." 


"But you're worth so much to me..." 


Vaggie ignores the squeeze that causes in her chest. This isn't the time for that. "You're 
hurting the longer you stay here and do nothing." 


"I hurt regardless. But if I lost you, I have no idea what I would do," Charlie's voice cracks, 
face breaking into a hopeless smile. "It's so selfish. Don't make me say it, please..." 


Vaggie's heart almost stops, Charlie's words finally sinking in. Charlie is always willing to 
give up anything for her people. 


Anything, it seems, but Vaggie. 


She never expected it would come to this. Not even when Charlie would make eyes at her in 
that alley a year ago. Not even when her gaze burned for her body. Not even when Charlie is 
SO apparent in craving her presence in all the ways Vaggie wanted to be desired. 


If it had been love, Vaggie never would have thought it was up to this extent. Not because she 
thought Charlie would be so fickle, but because who is Vaggie to deserve it? Who is she to be 
chosen over a whole kingdom? 


But Charlie seems to love her enough for it. If Charlie could leave Hell to burn for her, even 
if just for a day, Vaggie would throw away any key to Heaven's gates. 


"I need to go," Vaggie eventually says, already getting up and fetching her spear. 


"What!?" Charlie sounds hysterical now, desperately hanging onto Vaggie by the wrist. "Go 
where! ?" 


"To hit an angel or something. With my fists, my spear, doesn't matter." 
Charlie, obviously, is left confused. "Why?!" 


"I don't know what the chances are of me getting to Heaven. But I need to make sure it 
doesn't happen. Back on Earth, hitting a cop is a crime. Maybe hurting an angel is a sin, I 
don't know, worth a try--" 


"You're not making any sense, Vaggie!" Charlie's grip on her wrist tightens. "You're not 
g any gs grip g 
trying shit with angels!" 


"But I am." 
"What about Heaven?!" 
"Fuck Heaven!" Vaggie exclaims. "I'm not going there. I'm never going there!" 


Charlie finally lets go, crestfallen. "Vaggie... Don't you believe you could do it? That the 
Hotel--" 


Vaggie pulls Charlie back into her space, hands on both of hers. "This isn't about the Hotel, 
Charlie. I've lost faith in Heaven for a long time now." 


Charlie looks betrayed. "Then why did you help me? Was it pity?" 


"No. of course not. I've lost faith in all the pricks up there, but I believe in you even more. 
Charlie, you're so kind and burn so bright, all the angels are bound to notice you and give in 
to you eventually. Someday you're going to save more souls than the Exterminations have 
destroyed, but when that day comes I don't want you left here all alone." 


"You can't just do that... Vaggie, it's Heaven. That's paradise!" 


"My paradise is watching our favorite, low rated TV show after the end of a long day. It's you 
eating the food I cook while I learn to get better at it. It's listening to you sing and dancing 


with you without a care in the world. It's someone who'd make time for me, who'd be there 
after I've lost everything else." Vaggie lets go of Charlie's hands to hold Charlie's face. "I 
don't give a shit about whatever Heaven is. All I want is you and this." 


The waterworks, if they ever stopped, start again. "You want me?" 

Vaggie smiles. "I love you." 

Charlie doesn't look like she could believe what she's hearing. "You'd stay with me?" 
Vaggie takes a step closer. "For as long as you want me to." 

"I always want you." Charlie's hands have ended up on Vaggie's waist now. "I love you." 


Charlie might have had more to say then, but Vaggie couldn't resist the desire to pull Charlie 
into her any longer. Charlie whimpers into her mouth, and Vaggie feels a shiver run up her 
spine over being able to swallow the sound. Charlie's mouth is hot, even hotter than the hands 
that are now roaming every inch of Vaggie that Charlie could reach. It makes Vaggie pull her 
even closer, gasping for barely a second's worth of air before diving back into Charlie's heat 
again. And just as she feels Charlie's searing tongue pry her lips open, a frantic banging 
against the Hotel's door breaks them apart. They exchange only one heated look before they 
rush to the main entrance. 


"Help!!" a voice desperately screams. "Please, I need--" 


Charli doesn't hesitate to open the door, revealing a tall demon covered in white fur. He looks 
frazzled but otherwise unharmed. 


"Holy shit!" the demon says. "One of those exorcists--" 


"Just get inside!" Vaggie says as she pulls him into the door by his lapels, ignoring his pained 
yelp as she keeps an eye outside. When she's satisfied that no angel seems to have seen them, 
she closes the door and locks it again. 


Vaggie finds Charlie crouched in front of the tall demon who 1s still on the floor, shaking. 
"Are you okay? They didn't hurt you, did they? Oh my gosh there's blood on you!" 


The stranger pushes Charlie away, clearly bothered by Charlie's fussing. "I'm fine, geeze!" He 
stands up, once again reminding Vaggie of his impressive height. And when he pulls at his 
blood-soaked jacket, Vaggie takes notice that he has four arms. "It ain't my blood." When he 
spots Vaggie wielding her spear, he takes a step back, apprehensive. "Look, I just need a few 
hours 'til the coast is clear, alright? I'll make it back to my apartment, I swear. I don't want 
any trouble." 


It takes a moment for Charlie to figure out what suddenly has the stranger acting nervous. 
She urges Vaggie to put the spear down with a chuckle. "You're fine, Vaggie's harmless. And 
please! Stay as long as you want." She extends a hand for the stranger to shake. "I'm Charlie, 
by the way. And you are?" 


"Charlie?" The strangers eyes widen, all four hands neglecting Charlie's to point at her. "As 
in Charlie the princess? As in the one with the crazy hotel?" 


While Vaggie glares at him for describing the Hotel as such, Charlie gasps with her hands 
clasped together, delighted. "You know about my Hotel?" 


"Shit... Shit!" The stranger turns even antsier now, his posture rigid. "I can't associate myself 
with some... rehab joke! Val's gonna have my ass if I--" 


His agitated muttering gets interrupted when Vaggie shoves the end of her spear's handle 
against his throat, not hard enough to damage his windpipe but enough to be fe/t. "So what 
are you gonna do? Go out there and be killed?" 


Charlie puts the spear down again. "What Vaggie means to say is... You don't have to be 
associated with us or anything. We just want to help. Now come on! We have plenty of 
rooms." 


Vaggie lets Charlie handle this, her blood still rushing from the adrenaline and agitation and 
the memory of Charlie's mouth on hers. When she takes a moment to peek at Charlie, they 
meet eyes before the both of them blush and look away, 


Over her burning ears, Vaggie can hear Charlie still talking to the stranger. 


"Vaggie takes a while to warm up to you, but I swear she's the best Hotel Manager I could 
ask for. What's your name again? If you don't mind me asking." 


"... Angel Dust." 


"Oh, that's a pretty name. Sounds familiar..." 


When the twenty-four hours is up, Charlie comes out into the balcony to shoot fireworks, 
announcing the Extermination's end. Vaggie is by her room's open door, watching the lights 
reflect off of Charlie's face. When all the lights fade, she lets herself into Charlie's room and 
out to the balcony beside Charlie. 


"The car's ready," Vaggie says. "The med supplies are already packed." 


Charlie smiles, leaning into Vaggie so she could rest her temple against her head. "Thank 
you." 


Vaggie nods, hesitates, but takes Charlie's hand into her own to intertwine their fingers. "I got 
you." 


Charlie's hand squeezes. "Did you really mean all of that?" 


"Of course." 
Charlie leans a little more into Vaggie's hair. "Are you sure?" 


"I've been sure for a while, to be honest." Vaggie pulls away from Charlie to look her in the 
eye. "It just took me some time to tell you. I just didn't think I was worthy of you. I still don't, 
really." 


It's Charlie's turn to take both of Vaggie's hands in her own. "That's ridiculous." 


Vaggie laughs. "It's not! You have no idea how amazing you are. I'm nothing compared to 
you. But I want you to know that I'd dedicate the rest of my existence to be worthy of you." 


Charlie's frown is still deeply set, and Vaggie is badly tempted to kiss it away. Just as she was 
about to, Charlie speaks again. 


"I don't know about being worthy and all that." She shrugs, looking down at their hands 
where her thumbs are lightly caressing Vaggie's knuckles. "It's not like I'm some special little 
trinket that you have to be highly deserving of. What even is the metric for that? I'm just me." 
She takes a step closer as she looks Vaggie in the eye again. "I don't need you to prove your 
worth to me, but I understand that it might take you awhile to be convinced of that. I know I 
struggle with it too. All my life, what I've done and what I've wanted was for my people or 
my family. But Vaggie..." 


Charlie's voice takes on a pitiful whine as she says her name, and it's starting to become one 
of Vaggie's favorite things. Charlie leans down, pressing her forehead against Vaggie's. 


"You're the first thing I got to want for myself," Charlie says. "You make me feel so loved... 
Hell, I'm the one who doesn't feel worthy of it all. I don't think anything I could ever do 
would prove that I am." 


"I don't need that. I just love you anyways." 


"Right back at you." Charlie pulls away far enough to let Vaggie see her smile again. "There's 
no need to prove anything, is there? Just let me love you anyway." 


Vaggie eagerly nods as they both lean into each other, but the moment is interrupted when 
they hear someone whistle. 


"'Qué carajo!" Vaggie shrieks at the same time Charlie squeaks. 


They find Angel Dust by Charlie's still open door, sporting a wolfish grin with both of his 
arms crossed. "Bangin' your Hotel Manager, Princess?" He clicks his tongue. "Ain't that some 
kinda HR violation?" 


Vaggie scowls at him, ignoring Charlie's gasp from beside her. "Like you even care." 
He shrugs. 


"Take it up to HR, then." 


"Uh... where?" 
Vaggie points at herself. He cackles. 


"We're about to drive around the city looking for people who might need help," Charlie says. 
"Want us to give you a ride home?" 


Angel scratches at his cheek. "If that's fine with you. You can just drop me off at any corner 
in the Vee's district. I'll make my way home from there." 


"Great! I'll go get Razzle and Dazzle so they can drive us there." 


When Charlie leaves the room in a hurry, Vaggie fully intends to follow, but Angel's hand on 
her shoulder stops her. Vaggie's reaction is immediate, pulling out her spear to point it at him. 


"Whoa there!" Angel raises all four hands in surrender. "Is that really necessary, toots?!" 


Vaggie takes a moment to breathe, knowing that he's right. A blade to the face over a simple 
touch is pretty uncalled for. "What do you want?" 


"Just wanted to congratulate you, is all. Baggin' the daughter of the richest and most powerful 
demon in Hell?" He playfully nudges her with his shoulder. "I'd be jealous, but lucky for you 
I'm not into women. She doesn't have a brother, does she?" 


Vaggie walks away from him, already tired. "No." 
"Bummer. Oh, well. Be careful though!" 
That makes Vaggie pause in her steps, looking back again at his too-big grin. 


"The thing with powerful demons is they demand a lot in return. Especially when the demon 
shoving their tongue down your throat is your boss. Eventually you wouldn't have anything 
else to give them but your soul." 


Vaggie sincerely thinks she'd be fine with that, so long as it's for Charlie. But Charlie would 
never ask that of her, which is why she's so willing to give everything for her. Flesh, blood, 
and soul and all. 


"Charlie would never do that," Vaggie eventually tells him. 


Angel's grin slowly sobers. If you didn't look hard enough, you wouldn't think his smile were 
strained. "That's what they all say." But then he shrugs, the smarmy grin is back again. "But 
it's your poison." 


They do drop Angel off at the Vee's district, with him saying We never saw each other, 
capeesh? in lieu of a goodbye. When they're left alone in the car, Charlie squirms until 
Vaggie finally asks her what's wrong. 


"You're not... forcing yourself to reciprocate my feelings just because I'm your boss, right?" 


Vaggie gapes. She just spent practically the whole night declaring her undying love and 
Charlie still doesn't get it? "You're not serious." 


Charlie twiddles with her thumbs in her lap. "I just got to thinking, and Angel had a good 
point. I don't wanna take advantage of your position as the Hotel's employee like that." 


"You're serious. Charlie. Tell me you're not gonna break up with me when we haven't even 
been girlfriends for more than twelve hours." 


Charlie stops the twiddling to direct a pair of starry eyes at her. In awe, she says, "We're 
girlfriends?" 


"I don't know! You're really confusing me right now!" 
"Sorry! I'm really nervous! And excited! And happy? But mostly nervou--" 


Charlie could ramble on forever if she let her, and so Vaggie shuts her up by straddling her 
lap in one swift motion. Charlie is barely able to suppress a whimper when Vaggie lets her 
weight settle against her. Vaggie reaches up, letting her hands slowly slide over Charlie's 
broad shoulders, up the back of her neck, until her fingers card through golden locks and 
grips. Charlie moans into the kiss and although Vaggie has no memories of having ever 
experienced anything like this in her previous life, her body immediately knows what to do 
and licks into Charlie's warm mouth with fervor. Charlie moans again, gripping Vaggie's 
thighs and pulling her even closer against her. Charlie even lets her own tongue play along 
and-- 


Oh wow. That's... Was Charlie's tongue always so long and dextrous? 


Vaggie sucks it into her own mouth, dazedly wondering where else she could have it as 
Charlie makes even more pretty noises. But much too soon, Charlie pulls away with a gasp. 


"Holy shit," Charlie says, panting. When Vaggie bites at Charlie's lower lip, not quite ready 
to stop, she whines again. "Holy shit." 


Despite Charlie moving away to rest her forehead against Vaggie's shoulder to catch her 
breath, her hands don't let go of their grip on Vaggie's thighs and keeps them pressed against 
each other. 


When Vaggie feels something between her legs, she says, "Is that a knife in your pocket or 
are you just... really happy right now." 


Charlie is still breathing heavily. "Way, way too happy. But that's... we don't have to deal with 
that right now. I just need a minute. You're gonna make me lose my shit, Vaggie." 


Well that's a pleasant surprise. Vaggie shifts in Charlie's lap, teasing. "You mean this?" 


Charlie laughs breathlessly. "No, not that. It's been a while for me, and the demon inside me... 
is a little excited." 


Vaggie gently coaxes Charlie's head off her shoulder so it could instead lay against the 
backrest, giving Vaggie a good look at her face. Charlie's scleras are bright red, her pupils 
glowing gold. Although the light in her eyes is intense, Charlie's face is anything but, instead 
looking dazed as if she were drunk. With Vaggie's hands holding her by the jaw, she's the 
cutest thing in the world. 


Vaggie decides to keep things innocent now, leaning down to give each of the red marks on 
Charlie's cheeks a tender kiss. "Now did that feel like I was forcing myself to be with you?" 


In three blinks, Charlie's warm yellow and red eyes are back. "No, but..." She flashes a lazy, 
toothy smile. "I don't mind a little more convincing." 


Before either of them could dive back in, they hear Razzle bleat from the passenger seat. In 
the rear view mirror, Vaggie can see Dazzle roll his eyes behind the wheel. 


Vaggie can immediately tell that the fun is over when they start seeing bodies and Charlie's 
brows knit together, and so she gets off her lap and fixes her skirt. 


"Ready to go to work?" Vaggie tells her with a soft smile. 


Charlie returns it, taking Vaggie's hand in her own. "With you with me? Always." 


Chapter End Notes 


Soooo happy I was able to finish this. Since all chapters are out, please do tell me your 
favorite parts. Maybe even your favorite lines! Pretty please? 


EDIT: I keep forgetting to mention that I often draw scenes from my fics. check em out 
Shopping trip scene 
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